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NOTE 


1 have not given a name to the college in this story; I have 
never liked geographical inventions such as Christminster, 
and have avoided them through the whole sequence of Lewis 
Eliot novels. 

This fictional college stands upon an existing site, and its 
topography is similar to that of an existing college, though 
some of the details arc different. That is the cud, however, 
of my reference to a real institution. The history (which I 
have sketched in an appendix, in the hope that it may be 
interesting to some unfamiliar with Cambridge) has tto 
factual connexion with any real college, though the generali¬ 
zations are as true as I can make them. The people have 
been composed from many sources; and, to the best of my 
belief, there Inis been no actual election in Cambridge or 
Oxford in recent times which followed the course oj this 
imaginary one. There is a tradition of a last-minute change 
of fortune early in the century, and a well-authenticated 
one in Mark Pattison's .Memoirs. It was G. H. Hardy who 
first drew my attention to the latter source, when I was 
originally contemplating this theme. To his memory I 
dedicate this book, in love and reverence. 


c.p.s. 
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Part One 

A LIGHT IN THE LODGE 


CHAPTBH I 


News after a Medical Examination 

The snow had only just stopped, and in the court below my rooms all 
sounds were ddled. There were few sounds to hear, for it was early in 

•JfT y ’ and f° Ue e c was and quiet; I could just make out 
t rT “ window on his 

reached me after the pad of his footsteps had bL lost t the snow 

IhcttwT T y CUminS T Iy that and not moved out. 

S! fi ^ ^ *?t U ? a mc ^ and 1 had eaten it as I read by the BrZ 
fire had been kept high and bright all day; though it was neadv 

ock now, I stoked it again, shovelling coal up the back of the 

tei^ftr ie r" bum L ^ w™i c 

round the fireplace OntxirU tU * ^ formcd “ ls ^ md of comfort 

of the loftynLlieval tT^ ^ *?“* V ° nc Wcm tow ards the walls 

d r ghts wcrc bittcr - 10 a of 

walls plowed softlv 1 * mesombre comers, the panelling on the 

that, £$£& bUt "° Wannth So 

open air, and hurried harlr u C to most °f the room as the 
<kc pool of light fioL th° tt j C ° Sy , isUnd “ front of fireplace, 

-<Wwhiiwaf°“ V u S llmp ° a dlc ““"Ipiece, £ 

Adjust escaped. ' because of the cold air which one 

“o need to^o^ b l C “J n r ^^ ? chair ' rel “ed and content. There was 

•tops on the staircase, until therf *° mtCndy , that 1 did not notice the 
door, and Jago c^'iT ““ 1 <* mck re P“<ed knock on my 

Thank the Lord I’ve fr.,^A _ ». . , 
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Outside, on the landing, he kicked the snow from his shoes and 
then came back to the armchair opposite mine. He was still wearing 
his gown, and I guessed diat they had sat a long time in the combina¬ 
tion room. He apologized for disturbing me. He apologized too much, 
for a man who was often so easy. 

But sometimes he found the first moments of a meeting difficult; 
that was true with everyone he met, certainly with me, though we 
liked each other. I had got used to his excessive apologies and his over¬ 
cordial grectuigs. He made them that night, though he was excited, 
though he was grave and tense with his news. 

He was a man of fifty, and some, seeing that he had gone both bald 
and grey, thought he looked older. But the first physical impression 
was deceptive. He was tall and thick about the body, with something 
of a paunch, but he was also small-boned, active, light on his feet. In 
the same way, his head was massive, his forehead high and broad be¬ 
tween the fringes of fair hair; but no one’s face changed its expression 
quicker, and his smile was brilliant. Behind the thick lenses, his eyes 
were small and intensely bright, the eyes of a young and lively man. 
At a first glance, people might think he looked a senator. It did not 
take them long to discover how mercurial he was. His temper was as 
quick as his smile; in everything he did his nerves seemed on the sur¬ 
face. In fact, people forgot all about the senator and began to com¬ 
plain that his sympathy and emotion flowed too easily. Many of them 
disliked his love of display. Yet they were affected by the depth of his 
feeling. Nearly everyone recognized that, though it took some in¬ 
sight to perceive diat he was not only a man of deep feeling, but also 
one of passionate pride. 

At this time - it was 1937 - he had been Senior Tutor of the college 
for ten years. I had met him dircc years before, in 1934 . when Francis 
Gediffc, knowing diat I wished to spend most of my time in academic 
law, proposed to die college diat dicy should give me a fellowship. 
Jago had supported me (with liis quick imagination, he guessed the 
reason that led me to change my career when I was nearly thirty), and 
ever since had borne me die special grateful affection diat one feels to¬ 
wards a protegd. 

‘ I’m relieved to find you in, Eliot,’ he said, looking at me across the 
fireplace. T had to see you to-night. I shouldn t have rested it I d had 

to wait until die morning.' 


News after a Medical Examination 

‘What has happened?* 

‘You know,’ said Jago, ‘that they were examining the Master to¬ 
day? ’ 

I nodded. ‘I was going to ask at the Lodge to-morrow morning.* 
‘I can tell you,’ said Jago. ‘I wish I couldn’t! * 

He paused, and went on: 

He went into hospital last night. They put a tube down him this 
morning and sent him home. The results came through just before 
dinner. It is utterly hopeless. At the very most - they give him six 
months.' 

‘What is it?* 

Cancer. Absolutely inoperable.’Jago’s face was dark with pain. He 
said: I hope that when my time comes it will come in a kinder way.* 
We sat silent I thought of die Master, widi his confidential sar¬ 
casms, his spare and sophisticated taste, his simple religion. I thought 
of the quarrels he and Jago had had for so many years. 

Though I had not spoken, Jago said: 

.. k T S mt ? lcra ble to me, Eliot to think of Vernon Royce going like 
this. I can t pretend that everything has always been easy between us. 
You know that don’t you ? ’ 

I nodded. 

‘Yet he went out of his way to help me last term,’ said Jago. ‘You 
w, my wife was ill, and I was utterly distracted. I couldn’t help 

one'afiTm T a h . urdcn to cv eryone and to myself. Then 

^ aStCr me * 1 w °dd like to go a walk with 

i me 7 “ VCry dc£ni, = rclson ' He warned ,o tell 
of h„ H u hC 7“ aK>Ut and how much ^ thought 

aTwuJT *« wasn’t appred- 

ilffr t!bc T a ntc. He said all he’d set out to say 

I f " W u ° ri “ *e way to Warcrbcach. and it touched 

™cIo7=s”sudd , m ^ OW ? n f 5 dr “ dfull y ^—ble through those 
that as well dd y h V mJ ' d at mc with Peat kindness. ’You know 

Whll“ y i!l e ' ‘ felt " Whcn y° u lct mc meet your 

y s°h 7 “' v ou iiw 
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‘And do you know? I went for another walk with him exactly a 
month ago. I was under the weather, and he jogged along as he 
always used to, and 1 was very tired. I should have said, 1 believe any¬ 
one would have said, that he was the healthier man.’ 

He paused, and added: ‘To-night we’ve heard his sentence.’ 

He was moved by a feeling for die dying man powerful, quick, 
imaginative, and deep. At die same time he was immersed in the 
drama, showing the frankness which embarrassed so many. No man 
afraid of expressing emotion could have been so frank. 

‘Yes, we’ve heard his sentence,’ said Jago. ‘But there is one last 
thing which seems to me more ghastly than the rest. For there is some¬ 
one who has not heard it.’ 

He paused. Then he said: ‘That is the man himself. They are not 
going to tell him yet.’ 

I exclaimed. 

‘For some reason that seems utterly inhuman,’ said Jago, ‘these doc¬ 
tors have not told him. He’s been given to understand that in two or 
three months he will be perfectly well. When any of us sec him, we 
are not to let him know any different.’ 

He looked into my eyes, and then into the fire. For a moment I left 
him, opened my door, went out into die glacial air, turned into the 
gyp room, collected togcdicr a bottle of whisky, a syphon, a jug of 
water. The night had gone colder; die jug felt as though die water in¬ 
side had been iced. As I brought the tray back to die fireside, I found 
Jago standing up. He was standing up, with his elbows on the mantel¬ 
piece and his head bent. He did not move while I put die tray on the 
litdc table by my chair. Then he straightened himself and said, look¬ 
ing down at me: 

‘This news has shaken me, Eliot. I can’t dunk of cvcrydiing it 
means.’ He sat down. His checks were tinged by die fire. His expres¬ 
sion was set and brooding. A weight of anxiety hung on each of diose 
last words. 

I poured out the whisky. After he took his glass, he held it for an 
instant to die firelight, and through die liquid watched the image of 
die flames. 

‘This news has shaken me,’ lie repeated. T can’t think of everything 
it means. Can you,’ he asked me suddenly, ‘diink of evcrydxing it 
means?’ 
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Neius after a Medical Examination 

I shook my head. ‘It has come as a shock,* I said. 

‘You haven’t thought of any consequences at all t ’ He gazed at me 
intently. In his eyes there was a question, almost an appeal. 

Not yet.’ 

He waited* Then he said: 

‘I had to break the news to one or two of our colleagues in hall 
to-mght. I hadn t thought of it myself, but they pointed out there was 
a consequence we couldn’t put aside.’ 

He waited again, then said quickly: 

Cl™w •" 1 fcW m ° nthS “ m ° 5t ’ CoUe S c -ill have ,o 

‘Yes,’ I said. 

K to tXTV CV ", , ° menti ° n the " wa/anguhl 

peiiXrl tlrar * without iaponx - y « »« 

man humiliating hin^df ° 0t St ° P ' * harasscd me to see this proud 

,h^£S d ° “^wanted. A few years before I 

imagination, he was ad C 4 * > ° t ’ l ^ a£ i captured my 

tad become masked by^^. 1 ?^,! u ^ nVals ’ my s P onta oeity 
kd grown to be ^LxLd, • ^ *° 0 “ Uch kn ° ckcd about > 1 

‘Thhb^eM^ A T T g0t 3 ocrtain amount of time.’ 
en,’ said Jago ‘And it 8° quicker even than they threat¬ 
en *> W - make a £ 

'I don’t see,’ I «S[ M *° what h w “ts.’ 

‘We oCare,’ said T ^ 7 W ® sllould ^ 50 much divided.’ 

divided about ^ ! tf 1fourtccn mcn « 

choosing a new Master.’ * ^ ** DOt s P ccia ^y likely to agree about 

keeom^thLl Z&ce ** 1 ad dcd: ‘I’m afraid the fourtccn will have 
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Jago inclined his head. A little later, in a sharp staccato manner, he 
said: 

‘1 should like you to know something, Eliot. It was suggested to me 
to-night that I must make a personal decision. 1 must decide whether 
I can let my own name be considered.’ 

‘I’ve always taken it for granted,’ I said, 'that whenever the Master¬ 
ship fell vacant you’d be asked that.’ 

'It’s extraordinarily fricndlv of you to say so,’ he burst out, 'but, do 
you know, before to-night I’ve scarcely thought of it for a single 
moment.’ 

Sometimes he was quite naked to life, I thought; sometimes he con¬ 
cealed himself from his own eyes. 

Soon after, he looked straight at me and said: 

‘I suppose it’s too early to ask whether you’ve any idea whom you 

my eyes to meet his. 

‘To-night is a bit too early. I will come and tell you as soon as I am 
certain.’ 

‘I understand.’ Jago’s smile was hurt, but warm and friendly. ‘I 
understand. I shall trust you to tell me, whoever you prefer.' 

After that we talked casually and easily; it was not till the college 
clock struck midnight that Jago left. As he went down the stairs, I 
walked across to my window and pulled the curtains. The sky had 
cleared, the moon was shining on the snow. The lines of the building 
opposite stood out simple and clear; on the steep roofs the snow was 
brilliant. All the windows were dark under the moon, except for die 
great bedroom of die Lodge, where die Master lay. There a light 
glowed, warm, tawny, against the stark brightness of the night. 

The last chimes of twelve were still falling on die court. On die 
ground the snow was scarcely marked. Across it Jago was walking 
fast towards the gate. 1 lis gown blew behind him as lie moved with 
light steps through die bitter cold. 


prefer yourself?’ 
Slowlv, I raised 


r 

f 
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CHAPTER 2 

The Master Talks of the Future 

When I woke next morning, the bedroom seemed puzzlingly bright. 

° 7 d I th /, Cd ?“ °^. the bUnd a white s ^ lecn gleamed. Then, half- 

“ ag T St my &CC * rcmcm ^cd the snow, drew 

t S t T u Lik L C 3 pain rctumm 8 sleep, the heavy 

L^^ght came back that that morning I was obliged to call at the 

The quarters chimed, first from a distance away, then from Great 

Th^wh A°7 C ° Ue8e C, ° ck> from a college close by. 

Sme Th C ^T C DOt 1<>ng ° VCr When ’ so ^t-fr)otcdly, Bid- 
A'mA U- Tke bb ° d ^ CW U P’ room was all a-glare- Bid well 

S Xr wa,ch ' -~ rcd at ** ^ 

That s nine o’clock, sir.’ 

t bCd , C,0th “ ' C ° Uld «“ •* -bicund 
^ 7 T g peasant free, open and yet sly. He said: 

•y 1' 13 °, d m ° min 8’ ar ' Do y° u lie warm enough in bed,’ 

• ZZL Jn ZlT h , l t dro r -“ d «» « 

renamed ro h ““ d “ *" V— When I 

example of the mixture of 1 *** w ' n . c » il Sccmct l a curious 

college lived Yet. in time UXlU 7 “ d bizarre discomfort in which the 
in bed and the one m ** d * c contrast between the warmth 

elsewhem ^ " ° DC bfCatbcd ’ “ d * was not so easy to sleep 

themiddlcofthc “°™ng, bur 
of an earn tnTmon h ft “ m,ddle * 8 * he married tire daughter 

•=0 *1 to “ you MrTlta C A V °;rr " W “ “ d loud ’ 

1 walked acrossVh^ ° d 1 know m V husband will be.’ 

found Joan, the Royc^” daughter XX'' “ d “ d ™wing-rooro 
lympathizc. She said- 'Th* u mtCrru P tcd mc - « I tried to 

don’t they tell him the 1111118 “ ^ Why 

Sh= was nearly twenty. In girlhood her face had been sullen; she 
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was strong and clever, and longed only to be pretty. But now she 
was just at the age when the heaviness was lifting, and all but she 
could see that her good looks would soon show through. 

That morning she was frowning in her distress. She was so direct 
that it was harder to comfort her. 

Her mother entered; the thick upright figure bore towards us over 
the deep carpet, past the Chinese screens, past die Queen Anne chairs, 
past die lavish bric-i-brac of die long and ornate drawing-room. 

‘Good morning, Mr Eliot. I know that we all wish this were a 
happier occasion.’ 

Her manner was authoritative and composed, her eyes looked 
steadily into mine. They were tawny, full and bold; in their boldness 
lay a curious innocence. 

‘I only learned late last night,’ 1 said. T did not want to bodier you 
then.’ 

‘We only learned ourselves before dinner,’ said Lady Muriel. ‘We 
had not expected anything so drastic. There was a great deal to decide 
in a short time.’ 

‘I cannot think of anything I can do,’ 1 said. ‘But if there is — 

‘You arc very kind, Mr Eliot. The college is being most kind. 
There may be matters connected with my husband’s manuscripts 
where Roy Calvert could help us. In the meantime, you can do one 
great service. I hope you’ve already been told that my husband docs 
not realize the true position. He believes that the doctors have over¬ 
hauled him and found him pretty' sound. He has been told that he has 
the trace of an ulcer, and he believes he will soon be well. I ask you 
to think before every word, so that you leave him with the same 
conviction.’ 

‘It won’t be easy, Lady Muriel,’ 1 said. ‘But I’ll try.’ 

‘You will understand that I am already acting as I ask you to act. 
It is not easy for me.’ 

There was grandeur in her ramrod back. She did not give an inch. 
‘I am positive,’ she said, ‘that wc arc doing right. It is the last com¬ 
fort we can give him. He can have a month or two in peace. 

‘I completely disagree,’ Joan cried. ‘Do you tliink comfort is all 
he wants? Do you tliink he would take comfort at that price? 

‘My dear Joan, I have listened to your views —’ 

‘Then for God’s sake don’t go on with this farce.’ The girl was 
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tom with feeling, the cry welled out of her. ‘Give him his dignity 
back.’ & 7 

His dignity is safe,’ said Lady Murid. She got up. 4 1 must apologize 

to you, Mr Eliot, for forcing a family disagreement upon you. You 

vriU not wish to hear more of it. Perhaps you would care to see the 
Master now. 

As I followed Lady Muriel upstairs, I thought about her; how she 
was strong and unperceptive, snobbish and coarse-fibred, downright 
and brave. Beneath the brassy front there lingered still an inarticulate 
desire for affection. But she had not the insight to see why, even in 
ber own family, she threw it away. 

She went before me into the bedroom, which was as wide, and 
nearly as long, as the drawing-room below. Her words rang loudly 

to^edifT^ r ° om ' Mr Eliot has comc to pay you a ****• ru ,eavc you 

Tlhis is nice of you,’ came the Master’s voice from the bed. It 
sounded exactly as I had last heard it, before his illness - brisk cheer 

thc v ? icc of a e ay hed *y 

the Jd ^ yOU ° Ught t0 be back at allege meetings by 

was little lined^his li^wertfrTlf He w^ ^ C ? md y facc 

" ay vou dTfdo^S 

rr »y a pp=titc. rvc g r:: wtfc", g me aad 

little stronger every day.* * h ^‘ 1 cx P cct to get a 

‘You may get some From my chair I could me ovcr 

TTii : -mm 
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the high bed rail, out of the single window; from the bed there was 
no view but the cloudless sky, but I could see most of the court under 
snow. My eyes stayed there. ‘You mustn’t worry too much if you 
have setbacks.’ 

‘I shan’t worry for a long time,’ he said. ‘You know, when I was 
nervous about the end of this, I was surprised to find how inquisitive 
one is. I did so much want to know whether the college would ever 
make up its mind about the beehives in the garden. And 1 did want to 
know whether our old friend Gay’s son would really get the job at 
Edinburgh. It will be remarkable if lie does. It will reflect the greatest 
credit on Mrs Gay. Between you and me’ - he passed into his familiar, 
intimate whisper - it’s an error to think that eminent scholars are 
vers- likely to be clever men.’ 

He chuckled boyishly. ‘ I shouldn’t have liked not to know the 
answers. And I shouldn’t have liked not to finish that little book on 
the early heresies.’ 

The Master had spent much of his life working on comparative 
religion. Oddly, it seemed to have made not the slightest difference 
to his faidi, which had stayed unchanged, as it were in a separate com¬ 
partment, since he first learned it as a child. 

‘How long will it take you?’ 

‘Only a couple of years. I shall ask Roy Calvert to write some of 
the chapters.’ 

He chuckled again. ‘And I should have hated not to sec that young 
man’s magnum opus come out next year. Do you remember the 
trouble we had to get him elected, Eliot? Some of our friends show a 
singular instinct for preferring mediocrity. Like elects like, of course. 
Or, between you and me,’ he whispered, dull men elect dull men. 
I’m looking forward to Roy Calvert s book. Since the Germans dined 
here, our friends have an uncomfortable suspicion that he’s out of the 
ordinary. But when his book appears, they will be told that he’s the 
most remarkable scholar this society has contained for fifty years. 
Will they be grateful to you and me and good old Arthur Brown for 
backing him? Will they be grateful, Eliot?’ 

His laugh was mischievous, but his voice was becoming weaker. 

As I got up to go, he said: 

‘I hope you’ll stay longer next time. I told you, 1 expect to get a 
little stronger every day.’ 
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After I had said good-bye to Lady Muriel and Joan, I let myself out 
of the Lodge into the sunny winter morning. I felt worn out. 

In the court I saw Chrystal coming towards me. He was a very big 

man, both tall and strongly muscled. He walked soft-footed and well- 
balanced. 

So you ve seen him this morning?’ 

‘Yes,’ I said. 

‘What do you think of it?’ 

‘I’m sorry.’ 

‘I’m sorry myself,’ said Chrystal. He was crisp and brusque, and 
people often thought him hectoring. This morning he was at his 
sharpest. From his face alone one would have known that he found it 
easy to give orders. His nose was beak-like, his gaze did not flicker. 

I m sorry myself/ he repeated. I knew that he was moved. ‘Did 
you talk to him? 

‘Yes.’ 

'IsluJl have to do the tame.' He looked at me with his commanding 
stare. & 


‘He’s very tired/ 1 said. 

*1 shouldn’t think of staying.’ 

We walked a few steps back towards the Lodge. Chrvstal burst out: 

I </'. C ' CU ' We ShJ1 have to fmd * successor. 1 suppose. 

‘ my0ne succccdln 8 Royce. Still, we've got to Lve 
someone. Jago came to see me this morning.’ 

He gave me a sharp glance. Then he said fiercely: 

It s lamentable. Well, it’s no use our standing here* 

m'sfaffZt'eZv “'“"i f° r ' ° fa " *■“ “liege, he was the one 

1 ^ ° f M “ ter ' " not that he was an 

Lodge thev ha’d'n * &om dlc formal dinners at the 

bmeback-n^h A ° OC l bc ““ rach booses: it was a long 

toe, back m the days when Chrystal was Royce's pupil, since they 

Sfc ^n d g hero-worshipped the 

3 HeT 30 ” 8 - had a 8 reat capacity for her/ 

•odety He hT/f* P °T “ “ Uc 8 c ' “ d would have been in any 

r;°r n - ** for acdon; he revelled m 

limia he set himself. iTa!! he thc m ° dest 
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(a lay official of standing, though by this time the functions were dy¬ 
ing away); in the university he was well known, sat on the Council of 
the Senate, was always being appointed to committees and syndicates. 
He made a more than usually comfortable academic income. He had 
three grown-up daughters, and had married each of them well. He 
adored his wife. But he was still capable of losing himself in hero- 
worship, and the generous, humble impulse often took the oddest 
forms. Sometimes he fixed on a business magnate, or an eminent 
soldier, or a politician; he was drawn to success and power on the 
grand scale - to success and power, which, in his own sphere, he 
knew so well how to get. 

But the oldest and strongest of his w r orships was for Royce. That 
was why he was uncontrollably curt to me in the court that morning. 

‘I must get on,’ he said. ‘We shall have to find a successor. I shall 
have to think out who I want. I’ll have a w r ord wnth Brown. And I 
should like five minutes with you.’ 

As we parted, he said: 

‘There’s something else Brown and I w’ant to talk to you about 
The way I see it, it’s more important than the next Master.’ 
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CHAPTER 3 

A Small Party m the Combination Room 


The combination room glowed warm when I entered it that evening. 
No one had yet come in, and the lights were out; but the fire flared in 
the open grate, threw shadows on to the cumins, picked out the 
glasses on the oval table, already set for the after-dinner wine. I took 
a glass of sherry and an evening paper, and settled myself in an arm- 
chan by the fire. A decanter of claret, I noticed, was standing at the 
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His manners were more formal than ours, even when his bitter 
humour had broken loose. He was wealthy, and it was in his style 
to say diat he was the grandson of a draper; but the draper was a 
younger son of a county family. Lady Muriel was intensely snob¬ 
bish and Winslow had never got on with the Master - nevertheless, 
he was the only one of the older fellows whom she occasionally, 
as a gesture of social acceptance, managed to call by his Christian 
name. 

He had a savage temper and a rude tongue, and was on bad terms 
with most of his colleagues. The Master had quarrelled with him 
long before - there were several versions of the occasion. Between 
him and [ago there was an absolute incompatibility. Chrystal dis¬ 
liked him unforgivinclv. He had little to his credit. He had been a fine 
classic in his youth and had published nothing. As Bursar he was con¬ 
scientious, but had no flair. Yet all the college felt that he was a man of 
stature, and responded despite themselves if he cared to notice them. 

He was finishing Ins second glass of sherry. Jago, who was trying 
to placate him, said deferentially: 

‘Did you get my note on the closed exhibitions i ’ 

‘Thank you, yes.’ 

‘1 hope it had everything you wanted.’ 

Winslow glanced at him under his heavy lids. For a moment he 
paused. Then he said: 

‘It may very well have done. It may very well have done. He 
paused again. ‘I should be so grateful if you’d explain it to me some 
time.’ 

T struggled extremely hard to make it clear,’ said Jago, laughing so 
as not to be provoked. 

‘ I have a feeling that clarity usually comes when one struggles a 
little less and reflects a little more.’ 

At that Jago’s hot temper flared up. 

‘No one has ever accused me of not being able to make myself 
understood — ' 

'It must be my extreme stupidity,’ said Winslow. ‘But, do you 
know, when I read your notes - a fog descends.’ 

Jago burst out: 

‘There are times. Bursar, when you make me tccl as though I were 
being sent up to the headmaster tor bad work.’ 
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There are times, my dear Senior Tutor, when that is precisely the 
impression I wish to make.’ 

Angrily, Jago snatched up a paper, but as he did so Brown and 
Chrystal came through the door. Brown’s eyes were alert at once 
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Jago to Winslow eyes that were sharp, peering, kindly, and always 
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west-country burr got stronger, a deep blush suffused his cheeks. He 
was said to be one of die most promising of nuclear physicists. 

‘Can you explain it to a very' ignorant layman?’ 

I can give you some sort of notion. But I’ve only just started on 
diis idea.’ He blushed again cheerfully. ‘I’m afraid to say too much 
about it just yet.’ 

He began expounding his subject to Jago. Chrystal made an aside 
to Brown, and asked across die table if I was free next morning. 
Winslow heard die question, and turned his sardonic glance on to 
Chrystal. 

‘The college is becoming quite a hive of activity,’ he said. 

‘Term starts next week.’ said Chrystal. ‘I can’t leave diings till then.’ 

‘But surely,’ said Winslow, ‘the appearance of the young gendc- 
mcn oughtn’t to obstruct die really serious purposes of our society* 
Such as rolling a log in die right direction?’ 

‘I’m sure,’ Brown intervened, quickly but blandly, ‘that the Dean 
would never roll a log across the table. We’ve learned from our 
seniors to choose a quieter place.’ 

We were waiting for die savoury, and someone chuckled. 

‘By die way,’ Winslow looked down the table, ‘I noticed that a 
bottle of claret has been ordered in die combination room. May I 
enquire whom we arc indebted to?’ 

‘I’m afraid I’m responsible.’ Brown’s voice was soothing. ‘I ought 
to have asked permission to present a bottle, but I rather anticipated 
diat. And I ought to have asked whether people would have preferred 
port, but I found out from die kitchens who were dining, and I 
diought I knew everyone's taste. I believe you always prefer claret 
nowadays?’ he said to Winslow. 

‘If you please. If you please.’ He asked, die caustic note just on the 
edge of his voice: 'And what remarkable event do you wish to cele¬ 
brate?’ 


‘Why, die remarkable event I wish to celebrate,’ said Brown, ‘is 
die appearance of Mr R. S. Winslow in the Trial Eights. I don’t think 
anyone has got in before me. And I know we should all feel that when 
die Bursar has a son at the college, and die young man distinguishes 
himself, we want die pleasure of marking the occasion.’ 

Winslow was taken right aback. He looked down at die table, and 
gave a curiously shy, diffident smile. 
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I must say this is handsome of you. Brown,’ he said. 

‘It’s a privilege,* said Brown. 

We returned to the combination room, and took our places for 
vrine. The table could hold twenty, and we occupied only one end 
of it; but the room was intimate, the glasses sparkled in the warm 
light, the silver shone, the reflection of the decanter was clear as it 
passe, over the polished table. Luke filled our glasses, and, since 
Winslow s health was to be drunk, it was the duty ofjago, as the next 
«mor to propose it. He did it with warmth, his fhee alight. He was 
foil of grace and friendliness. Brown’s steady cordiality had infected 
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Winslow smiled. 

‘Mind you. Tutor,’ he said with asperity, ‘it’s important for the 
child that he gets through his wretched tripos this June. He’s thought 
to stand a chance of the colonial service if he can scrape a third. Of 
course, I’m totally ignorant of these matters, but I can’t see why our 
colonies should need third class men with some capacity for organ¬ 
ized sports. However, one can forgive the child for not taking that 

view. It’s important for his sake that he shouldn’t disgrace himself in 
June.’ 

‘I hope we’ll get him through,' said Brown. ‘I think we’ll just about 
manage it.’ 

‘We’ll get him through,’ saidjago. 

I m sorry that my family should be such a preposterous nuisance,’ 
said Winslow. 

The wine went round again. As he put down his glass, Winslow 
asked: 

‘Is there any news of die Master to-night ?’ 

‘There can’t be any,’ said Chrystal. 

Winslow raised his eyebrows. 

There can t be any, Chrystal repeated, ‘until he dies. It’s no use. 
We’ve got to get used to it.’ 

The words were so curt and harsh that we were silent. In a moment 
Chrystal spoke again: 

( Wc vc got to get used to him dying up there. That is the fact.’ 

And him thinking he will soon be well,’Jago said. ‘I saw him this 
evening, and I tell you, I found it very bard to sit by.’ 

Chrystal said: 

‘Yes. I’ve seen him myself.’ 

He s quite certain he 11 soon be well,’Jago said. ‘That is the most 
appalling diing.’ 

‘You would have told him?’ 

‘Without the shadow of a doubt.’ 

I m surprised diat you’re so consdnced,’ said Winslow, ready to 
disagree. 

‘I am utterly convinced.’ 

I don t like to suggest it, but I’m inclined to think that Dr Jago 
may be wrong.’ Winslow glanced round die table. ‘If I’d had to make 
Lady Muriel s decision, I dunk I might have done die same. I should 
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have thought: this will mean for him a few days or weeks of happi¬ 
ness. It s the last happiness he’ll get - he ought to have it if it’s in my 
power. Do any of you share my view?’ Winslow’s eyes fell on 
Chrystal, who did not reply: then on Brown, who said: 

I haven’t thought it out.' 

No, said Jago. ‘You’re presuming where no one has a right to 

tODC Was dcc P and sim ple, no trace of awkwardness 
,cft TJ* 1 * a fcw do one should dare to decide for another 

man. There are not many serious things in a man’s life - but one of 
them is how he shall meet his death. You can’t be tactftil about death: 
all you can do is leave a man alone.’ 

We were all watching him. 
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‘We can’t elect while the Master is alive. But the college will have 
to make up its mind in advance,’ said Chrystal. 

NX inslow s temper was not smoothed. He was irritated by Jago’s 
effect on the party, he was imtatcd by the competence with which 
Chrystal and Brown were taking charge. He said deliberately: 

There s a good deal to be said for discussing the wretched business 
this term. We can bring it to a point in some directions.’ His eyes 
flickered at Jago, then he turned to Brown as though thinkin g aloud. 
There arc one or two obvious questions we ought to be able to 
decide. Arc we going outside for a Master, or are we going to choose 
one of ourselves? He paused, and said in his most courteous tone: 
1 think several of the society will agree that there arc good reasons 
for going outside this time.’ 

I caught sight of Luke leaning forward, his face aglow with excite¬ 
ment. He was a sanguine and discreet young man, he had scarcely 
spoken at the table that night, he was not going to intervene now oi 
all times, when Winslow was deliberately, with satisfaction, undcr- 
mining Jago’s hopes. But I thought that little had escaped young 
Luke: as acutely as anyone there, he was feeling the antagonism that 
crackled through the com fort-laden room. 

I didn t mean,’ said Brown, roundly but with a trace of hurry, 
that the college could t»o nearly as tar as that at the present time. In 
fact I m very dubious whether it would be proper for a college 
meeting to do more than hear the facts about the Master’s condition. 
That gives us a chance to talk the matter over privately. I’m afraid I 
should deprecate doing more.’ 

T agree with Brown,’ said Chrvstal. T shall propose that we take 
steps accordingly.’ 

‘You believe in private enterprise. Dean?’ Winslow asked. 

‘I think the Dean and I believe,’ said Brown, ‘that with a little 
private discussion, the college may be able to reach a very substantial 
measure of agreement.’ 

T must say that that is a beautiful prospect,* said Winslow. He 
looked at Jago, who was sitting back in his chair, his lips set, his face 
furrowed and proud. 

Winslow rose from the head of the table, picked up Ills cap, made 
ofl in his long loose stride towards the door. ‘Good night to you,’ he 
said. 
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A Piece oj Serious Business 


I called at Brown's rooms, as we had arranged with Chrvstal, at 
eleven o dock next morning. They were on the next staircase to 
mine, and not such a handsome set; but Brown, though he went out 
each night to his house in the West Road, had made them much more 
csirable to live in. That day he stood hands in pockets in front of the 
fire, wanning his plump buttocks, his coat-tails hitched up over his 
arms. His bright peering eyes were gazing appredatively over his 
deep sofas, his ample armchairs, his two half-hidden electric fires, out 
to the window and the snowy morning. Round the walls there was 
growing a set of English water colours, which he was collecting with 
taste, patience, and a kind of modest expertness. On the table a bottle 
of madeira was waiting for us. 

•I hope you like this in the morning,' he said. 'Chrystal and I are 
rather given to it. 

Chrystal followed soon after me, gave his crisp military good- 

moming, and began at once: 7 b 

Winslow gave a lamentable exhibition last night. He makes the 
place a perfect bear-garden.’ 

It seemed to me a curious description of the combination 
mellowing*' “ “* d Brown - 'And he doesn't s, 

•Am' mdk>,, r ‘f hc liv “ '° ** » hundred,' said Chrystal. 

Aoy^ay, rts precisely because of him that we want to talk to you. 

We sat down to our glasses of madeira. 
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I was puzzled. 

I ve spoken to him once or twice, 1 said. ‘Isn’t he a connexion of 
Sir Horace’s?' 

‘Yes.’ 

‘I know the old man slightly,’ 1 said. ‘1 met him over a case, two 
or three years ago.’ 

Brown chuckled. 

‘Good,’ he said. ‘I was almost sure I remembered you saying so. 
That may be very useful.’ 

‘Well,’ he went on, ‘he sent young Timberlake to the college-he’s 
a son of Sir Horace’s cousin, but his parents died and Sir Horace took 
responsibility for him. The boy is in his third year, taking Part D in 
June. I hope to God he gets through. It will shatter everything if he 
doesn’t. He’s a perfectly decent lad, but a bit dense. I think he’s just a 
shade less stupid than young Winslow - but it’s a very very near 
tiling.’ 

‘It’s not a near thing between their seniors,’ said ChrystaL ‘HI 
trade Winslow for Sir Horace any day.’ 

‘I was very much taken with Sir Horace when I met him.’ Brown 
liked agreeing with his friend. ‘You see, Eliot, Sir Horace came up for 
a night just about three weeks ago. He seemed to be pleased with what 
we were doing for the boy. And he specially asked to meet one or 
two people who were concerned with the policy of the college. So 
I gave a little dinner party. The Master was ill, of course, which, to 
tell you the truth, for this particular occasion was a relief. I decided 
it was only prudent to leave out Winslow. I had to ask Jago, but I 
dropped him a hint that this wasn’t the kind of business hes really 
interested in. Naturally, 1 asked the Dean.’ He gave Chrystal his 
broad, shrewd, good-natured smile. ‘I think the rest of the storys 
yours. I left cvcrytliing else to you.’ 

‘Sir Horace came up,’ said Chrystal, ‘and Brown did him well. 
There were only the three of us. I should have enjoyed just meeting 
him. When you tliink what that man’s done - he controls an industry 
with a turnover of £ 20 , 000,000 a year. It makes you think, Eliot, it 
makes you think. But there was more to it than meeting him. I won t 
make a secret of it. There’s a chance of a benefaction.’ 

‘If it comes off,' Brown said, cautiously but contentedly, ‘it will be 
one of the biggest the college has ever had.’ 
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'Sir Horace wanted to know what our plans for the future were. 
I told him as much as I could. He seemed pleased with us. I was struck 
with the questions he asked,’ said Chrystal, ready to make a hero of 
Sir Horace. ‘You could see that he was used to getting to the bottom 
of things. After he’d been into it for a couple of hours. I’d back his 
judgement of the college against half our fellows. When he’d learned 
what he came down to find out, he asked me a direct question. He 
asked straight out: “What’s the most useful help any of us could 
provide for the college?” There was only one answer to that — and 
when there’s only one answer, I’ve found it a good rule to say it 
quick. So I told him: “ Money. As much money as you could give us. 
And with as few conditions as you could possibly make.” And 
that’s where we stand.’ 

You handled him splendidly, ’ said Brown. ‘ He wasn’t quite happy 
about no conditions - ’ 

'He said he’d have to think about that,’ said Chrystal. ‘But I 
thought it would save trouble later if I got in first.’ 

I m not ready to shout till we’ve got the money in the bank/ 
Brown said, ‘but it’s a wonderful chance.’ 

‘Wc ought to get it - unless we make fools of ourselves,’ said 

Chrystal, ‘I know that by rights Winslow should handle this business 

now. It s his job. But if he does, it’s a pound to a penny that he’ll put 
Sir Horace off.’ r 

I thought of Sir Horace, imaginative, thin-skinned despite all his 
success in action. 

‘He artainly would,’ I said. ‘Just one of Winslow’s little jokes, 
andwe d have Sir H. endowing an Oxford college on a very lavish 
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‘Wc mustn’t mis it,' said Brown. ‘It would be sinful to miss it 
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tW jj W T C d ? e Solid core of thc college, I thought. Year by 
yor they added to their influence; it was greater now than when I 

before. It bad surprised me then that they 
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Ttcy were both genuinely humble men. They were profoundly 
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different, at the roots of their natures, but neither thought that he was 
anything out of the ordinary. They knew that others round them 
were creative, as they were not; Chrystal had once been a competent 
classic, was still a first-rate teacher, but had done nothing original- 
Brown wrote an intricate account of the diplomatic origins of the 
Crimean war soon after he graduated, and then stopped. They did 
not even think that they were unusual as men. Either would say that 
the Master or Jago or one or two others were the striking figures in 
the college. All they might add was that those striking figures did not 
always have the soundest judgement, were not the most useful at 
‘running tilings’. 

For, though dicy were the least conceited of men, they had com¬ 
plete confidence in their capacity to ‘run filings’. Between them, they 
knew all the craft of government. They knew how men in a college 
behaved, and the different places in which each man was weak, ignor¬ 
ant, indifferent, obstinate, or strong. They never overplayed their 
hand; they knew just how to take the opinion of the college after they 
had settled a question in private. They knew how to give way. By 
this time, little of importance happened in the college which they did 
not support. 

They asked very little more for themselves. They were neither of 
them ambitious; they thought they had done pretty' well. They were 
comfortable and happy. They accepted the world round them, they 
believed it was good the college should exist, they had no doubt they 
were being useful in the parts they played. As they piloted their can¬ 
didate through a fellowship election, or worked to secure this bene¬ 
faction from Sir Horace, they gained file thrill that men feel at a pur¬ 
pose outside themselves. 

They were both ‘sound’ conservatives in politics, and in religion 
conforming and uncnthusiastic churchmen. But in the college they 
formed file active, if sometimes invisible, part of a progressive govern¬ 
ment. (College politics often cut right across national ones: thus 
Winslow, an upper class radical, became in the college extremely 
reactionary, and Francis Gctliffc and I, both men of the left, foun 
ourselves in the college supporting the ‘government - the Master, 
Jago, Chrystal, Brown - with whom we disagreed on most filings 
outside.) To that they devoted their attention, their will, their cun¬ 
ning, and their experience. They had been practising it for twenty 

34 



A Piece of Serious Business 

years, and by now they knew what could be done inside the college 
to an inch. 

I had never seen a pair of men more fitted for their chosen job. 
They were loyal to each other in public and in private. If they brought 
off a success for the college, they each had a habit of attributing it to 
the other. Actually most men thought that, of the two, Chrystal was 
the dominating spirit. He had a streak of fierceness, and the manifest 
virility which attracts respect - and at the same time resentment - 
from other men. He also possessed the knack of losing his temper at 
the right moment, which made him more effective in committee. 
He was urgent and impatient and quick to take offence. He gave an 
immediate impression of will, and many of the college used to say: 
Oh, Cluysta] will bring Brown along with him/ 

• 1 D , 0t } eUcVe iL ^ wa5 ^wd, but Brown had the deeper 
msighc I had seen enough of both to be sure that, in doubt or trouble, 
it was Chrystal who relied on the stubborn fortitude of his friend. 

How much is it likely to bet* I asked. They glanced at each other. 
They thought I knew something about men, but was altogether too 
unceremonious in the way I talked of money. 

Sir Horace hinted,’ said Chrystal, with a suspicion of hush in his 

ice, at £100 000 .1 take it he could sign a cheque for that himself 
and not it. 

AW. m “, t u bc 1 TCTy h , OC Brown, who was inclined to 

dheuss wealth in terms of temperature. 

But 1 hI\ n<1Cr ^ hC 1 Hc mU5t ** < 3 uitc wcU off * of course. 

L tlZ ^ f XC ? dve » y° u not a financier. Isn’t it 

financiers who make the really big fortunes? People like Sir H. 

d°n .juggle with money and don’t collect so much' 

^ 

Horn* d^lw? mySClf / . CXpCCt “° Brown. ’But if Sir 

‘I dar u ° £s° ,0o ° f° r 0 s * I date say he could.’ 

I dare say hc could,’ I said. 

l° j T the “ that m oming in order to plan the 
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1 thought them over, and shook my head. 
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‘Is it a good idea anyway to approach him from the outside*’ I 
asked. ‘I should have thought that it was very risky.’ 

‘I’ve felt that all alona,’ said Brown. 

‘You may be right,’ said Chrystal sharply, irritated but ready to 
think again. ‘What do we do? Do we just wait?’ 

‘We’ve got to rely on ourselves,’ said Brown. 

‘What docs that mean?’ said Chrystal. 

‘We’ve got to get him down again,’ said Brown. 'And let him 
see us as we really are. Put it another way - we must make him fed 
that he’s inside the picture. I don’t say we wouldn’t make things 
decent for the occasion. But we ought to let him realize the difficulty 
about Winslow. The more we take him into our confidence, within 
reason, the more likely he is to turn up trumps.’ 

I helped him persuade Chrystal. Chrystal was brusque, he liked his 
own ideas to prevail, he liked to have thought of a plan first; but I 
noticed the underlying sense which brought him round. He could 
have been a moody man; his temper was never equable; but he 
wanted results so much that he had been forced to control his moods. 

They agreed to try to attract Sir Horace to the feast in February. 
Brown was as realistic as usual. ‘I don’t suppose for a moment that 
anything we can do will make a pennyworth of difference, once he s 
made up his mind. But it can’t do any harm. If he’s forgetting us, it 
might turn out useful to remind him that we’re glad to see him 

here.’ .,. 

He filled our glasses again. Chrystal gave a satisfied sigh. He sal . 

‘Well, we can’t do any more this morning. We’ve not wasted our 
time. I told you, Eliot, I regard this as more important than the 
Mastership. Masters come and Masters go, and whoever we elect, 
everyone will have forgotten about it in fifty years. Whereas a bcnc- 
faction like this will affect the college for ever. Do you realize dut 
the sum I’ve got in my mind is over ten per cent of our capital endow¬ 
ment?’ 

‘It would be a pity to miss it,’said Brown. 

‘I wish we hadn’t got this Mastership hanging over us,’ said Chr)^" 
tal. ‘One diing is quite clear. There’s no reason to go outside. That s 
just a piece of Winslow’s spite. We can find a Master inside the co 
lege easily enough. Jago would do. I was impressed with the way 
spoke last night. He’s got some of the qualities 1 want in a Master. 
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*I agree,’ said Brown. 

‘Other names will have to be considered, of course. I expect some 
people will want Crawford. 1 don’t know about him.’ 

I agree, said Brown. ‘I’m not keen on him. I don’t know whether 
Eliot is — * 

‘No,’ I said. 

He 11 certainly be run. I don’t know whether anyone wall men¬ 
tion Winslow. You haven’t seen a Master elected, have you, Eliot? 
You’ll find some people are mad enough for anything. I’m depressed,’ 
said Chrystal, ‘at the whole prospect.’ 

Soon afterwards he left us. Browm gave a sympathetic smile. ‘He’s 
upset about poor Royce,’ he said. 

‘ Yes, I thought that.’ 

‘You’re very observant, aren’t you?* 

Browro added: 


‘I think Chrystal will get more interested when things are warm¬ 
ly up a bit. I think he will.’ He smiled again. ‘You know. 1 don’t see 
how this can possibly be an easy election. Chrystal says that there may 
be support for Crawford, and I suppose there’s bound to be. But 1 
should regard him as a disaster. He wouldn’t lift a finger for any of 

you ** but 1 ^ to “ »y 


‘He wouldn’t do it well,’ I said. 

1 wonder — 
mC * ? hcsitatcd * he went on: 

know wh«e W “ ^ T kcCp “ C “ touch ’ you do 

worth • u 7 rC mmg down ’ M y P rcsc nt feeling, for what it’s 

' r ° Ught £ ° ^omja 8 o.fknow pcLpk 

fceC^X; 1 ” Tl*' P T '° adnUt L that hc ' S DOt idcJ,; but “X 

‘Y«.’ ”*** C e ° far wron g with him.’ 7 


‘Do you agree, really ?’ 
‘Yes.’ 7 


‘Might you consider supporting him?’ 

1 m not sure, but I think I shall.’ 

Hu gU« had stayed on me. Now he looked away and said- 
1 vety much wanted to know how you would" r “pond to his 
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name. I’m not committed to him myself, of course. I’ve been held 
up a little by a personal matter which you’ll probably think a trifle 
far-fetched.’ 

“Whatever’s that?’ 

‘Well,’ said Brown, ‘ifjago were to be elected Master, the college 
would need a new Senior Tutor. And it seems to me possible that 
some people would want me to follow him in the job. 

‘It’s a complete and utter certainty,’ I said. That was the truth. 

‘It’s nice of you to say so, but I don’t believe it s as certain as that 
There are plenty who don’t think much of me,’ Brown chuckled. 
‘But I can’t pretend it’s not a possibility. Well then, you see the 
problem. Am I justified in trying to get Jago in as Master, when 1 
may provide myself widi a better job out of it? 

‘There’s no doubt of the answer’ 

‘Yes,’ said Brown. ‘I’ve arrived there myself, after thinking it over. 
If one always stopped supporting people whose election could bring 
one the slightest advantage, it would be remarkably silly. Put it 
another way - only a crank could really be stopped by such scrup cs. 
He burst into his whole-hearted, fat man’s laughter. ( 

‘So I’m quite easy in my conscience about supporting Jago, e 
finished up. ‘But I’m still not ready to commit myself Hedbea 
good Master, in my judgement. I’d put it a bit stronger, and say t 
he’s the best Master in view. We don’t want to run him, though, 
unless he’s got plenty of support. It would do no good to anyone. 

‘Well,’ he said, with a smile good-natured,^ cunning and wise, 

that’s what I’ve been thinking. That s as far as I ve got. 


CHAPTER 5 


Success and Envy 


Jago came to see me that afternoon. He made no reference to our 
first talk, or to the conversation about the Mastership the night be¬ 
fore; but he had manufactured an excuse to call on me. He had 
thought up some questions about my law pupils; neither he nor I was 
interested in the answers. 

He had been driven to sec me - so that, if I had anything to say, he 
would know at once. His delicacy revolted, but he could not prevent 
himself from spinning out the visit. Was I going to Ireland again? 
He talked, with unaccustomed flatness, about his native town of 
Dublin. Not that he showed the vestigial trace of an Irish accent. He 
was bom in the Ascendancy, his stock was as English as any of ours: 
he had - surprisingly, until one knew his origin - the militant con- 
servausm of the Anglo-Irish. His frther had been a fellow of Trinity. 

Dublm, and Jago was the only one of the present college who had 
been bom into the academic life. b 

He went on talking. soli tied to my room, unable to recognize that 
I could say nodung that day. I thought that no one else in hh position 
^dd have keptIns dignity so well; whatever his excesses, that 
remamed. B eforc he went away, he had to ask: 

thismo^.^ VOU Ch ^ were colloguing 

H^xs^ttrr- ™ ey w “ ted a ^ 

You three work much too hard,’ he said. 

Mbrow UC8e T w Wly ^ °p- 1 h «rd that Nightingale and 
ZJZ from vacation, though I had not yet seTLnu 

“ho’L d U^ rcase ’ R °y 1 hcard 3 famili3r 

tha“hewaU^^ tin ^l f0r “ *** With relief I saw 

man the"dl composed and gay. He was the most gifted 

Steady w“ m in^ B u T ^ “ * e said, he had 

y on an mtemational reputation as an Orientalist. Yet he was 
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sometimes a responsibility. He was the victim of attacks of melan¬ 
choly so intense that no one could answer for his actions, and there 
had been times when he could scarcely bear the thought of living on. 

That night, though, I knew at a glance that he was rested. He was 
more as I first knew liim, cheerful, lively, disrespectful, and kind. He 
was my closest friend in Cambridge, and the closest 1 ever had. Think¬ 
ing of the life he had led, the work he had got through, one found it 
hard to remember that he was not yet twenty-seven; yet in a gay 
mood, lus eyes sparkling with malicious fun, he soil looked very 
young. 

We arrived a little late in the combination room, just in time to 
see Gay, with slow, shuttling steps, leading the file into hall. He was 
wearing an overcoat under his gown, so as to meet die draughty hall, 
and under the long coat there was something tortoise-like about his 
feet; but, when one looked at his face, there was nodiing pathetic 
about him. His checks were red, his beard white, trimmed and sailor¬ 
like, his white hair silky and abundant; he carried his handsome head 
with arrogance and panache. He was nearly eighty, and the oldest 
fellow. 

As he sat at the head of the tab’e, tucking with good appetite into 
his food. Brown was trvmg to explain to him die news about the 
Master. Gay had not heard, or had forgotten: his memory was be¬ 
ginning to flicker and fade, he forgot quickly about the weeks and 
mondis just past. Brown w'as having some trouble in making it clear 
which Master he meant; Gay seemed to be th i nk i n g about the last 
Master but one. 

‘Ah. Indeed,’ said Gay. ‘Very’ sad. But I have some recollection 
that he had to live on one floor some little rime ago.’ 

‘That wasn’t the present Master,’ said Brown pariendy. 1 mean 
Roycc.’ 

‘Indeed. Royce. You didn’t make that clear,’ Gay reproved him. 
‘He’s surely a very young man. We only elected him rccendy. So 
he’s going, is he? Ah well, it will be a sad break with the past. 

He showed the triumph of the very old, when diey hear of the 
death of a younger man. He felt half his age. Suddenly he noticed 
Roy Calvert, and his memory cleared. 

‘Ah. Do I see Calvert? Haven’t you been deserting us? 

‘1 got back to England dns morning.’ 
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‘Let me see. Let me see. Haven’t you been in Germany?* 

‘Yes,’ said Roy Calvert. 

‘I hadn’t forgotten you,’ said Gay victoriously. ’And where in 
Germany, may I ask?' 

‘Berlin.’ 

‘Ah. Berlin. A fine city. A fine university. I was once given an 
honorary degree of the university of Berlin. I remember it to this 
day. I remember being met at the Zoo station by one of their scholars 
- fine scholars they have in that country - and his first words were: 

Professor M.H.L. Gay, I think? The great authority on the sagas.** 
Ah. What do you think of that, Calvert? What do you think of that. 
Brown? The great authority on the sagas. They were absolutely the 
first words I heard when I arrived at the station. I had to demur to the 
word great * of course.’ He gave a hearty laugh. ‘I said: “You can 

the g^Lt” ,aUtt ° rity ° D ^ Sa8aS> ^ y ° U ^ Thc auttorit y> without 

Brown and Chrystal chuckled. On Chrystal’s left. Nightingale 
looked pohtc but strained. Roy Calvert’s eyes shone: solemn and 
sett-mportant persons were usually fair game to him, but Gay was 
too old. And his gusto was hard to resist. 

‘That reminds me,’ Gay went on, ‘about honorary degrees. Do you 

^ I VC r 00 w ^olutely collected fourteen of them? What 
do you think of that, Calvert? What do you think of that, Chrystal?* 
^Icall it pretty good,* said Chrystal, smiling but impressed. 

cou ^ tCCD h °^ rar > r No ‘ bad, eh? From every civilized 

nizc S an £’. Thc Erench ^ ncvcr hcen to recog- 

Td ES *‘7 own countr y- Soil, fourteen isn’t so bad 
‘t u S ^ 11016 for one or two more.’ 

Isb.ll d tl ' ini ‘ here 5aid Chrystal. ’I should think there is. And 

'tfylTr FT' 3 b0ttle m h0n °" ° { ^ one orthTn,^ 

the room o e ^ C 4 * m L a ^6 voicc * “ d W « slowly back to 

the rest of m j b ° ttlc ° f port was rcad y for though 

drink nort PrC ^ Crr ?d d f rct > 11 was a rule that the college should 

bim off wi* hR 7 mght Wh ^“ ^ CamC “ t0 dinc * M Chrystal helped 

in a dveT^L ^ CyC gUttercd at thc ^t ofwahJu* 

S^dtTe?^^ ^ ^ ^ - 
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He rolled the port on his tongue and cracked nut alter nut His 
teeth were as sound as in youth, and he concentrated vigorously on 
his pleasure. Then he wiped his lips and said: 

‘That reminds me. Arc any of us publishing a book this year? ^ 

‘I may be,’ said Roy. ‘If they can finish cutting the type for - 
‘I congratulate you,’ said Gay. ‘I congratulate you. I have a little 
work of my own coming out in the summer. I should not absolutely 
rank it among my major productions, but I m quite pleased with it as 
a tour dc force. 1 shall be interested to see the reception it obtains. I 
sometimes think one doesn’t receive such a fair hearing when one is 


getting on in years. 

‘I shouldn’t have thought you need worry, said Brown. t 

‘I like to insist on a fair hearing,’ Gay said. ‘I’m not vain, I don t 
mind what they say against me, but I like to be absolutely assured that 
they’re being fair. That’s all I’ve asked for all along, ever since my 

first book. *, 

‘Ah. My first book.’ He looked down the table. His eyes had been 

a bright china blue, but were fading now. ‘That was a great occasion, 

to be sure. When the Press told me the book was out, I went round to 

the bookshops to see for myself. Then I walked out to Gran ester 

to visit my brother-in-law Dr Ernest Fazackcrlcy - my wife was 

youngest sister, you know. And when I told him the great news, o 

you know that cat of his - ah, that was a cat and a half - he put up 

two paws, and I could imagine for all the world that he was app au 


In a few minutes the butler brought a message that the Professor s 
taxi was waiting at the porter’s lodge. This was part of the ritu ea 
Thursday and Sunday night, for on those nights, in any wca cr, e 
left his house in the Madinglcy Road, and was driven down to c 
college for dinner. There was more of the ritual to come. Chrys 
helped him into his overcoat again, he replaced Iris gown on top o 
it, and said good-night to each of us one by one. Good-nights cp 
coming back to us in his sonorous voice, as he shuffled out o e 
room, with Roy Calvert to help him over the frozen snow. 

‘Those old chaps were different from us,’ said Chrystal, after tncy 
had gone. ‘ We shan’t do as much as that generation did.’ 

‘I’m not quite convinced that they were so wonderful, said Nig ' 

ingalc. There was a curious carefulness about his manner, as thougti 
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he were concealing some pain in order not to embarrass the party. 
About his face also there was a set expression: he seemed to be discip¬ 
lining hims elf to behave well. His lips were not often relaxed, and 
lines of strain etched the fine s lcin . He had a mane of fair wavy hair, 
brushed across his brow. His face was drawn, but not weak, and when 
he was pleased there was charm in his looks. 

‘No one has ever explained to me,’ said Nightingale, ‘what there 
is original about Gay’s work.’ 

‘I’ll take you up on that. Nightingale,’ Chrystal said. ‘He’s better 
known outside the college than anyone we’ve got. It will be time 
enough for us to talk when we’ve done as much.’ 

‘I agree,' said Brown. 

If anyone sat down to his sagas for four hours a day for sixty years, 

I should have thought they were bound to get somewhere,’ said 
Nightingale. 

I wish I could feel sure there is one man among us,’ Chrystal 

retorted, ‘who’ll have as much to his credit - if he fives to be Gay’s 
age. 

From what the German professors have written,’ Brown put in, 

I don t think there’s any reasonable doubt that Calvert will make as 
big a name before he’s done.’ 

Nightingale looked more strained. ‘These gentlemen are lucky in 
idea!’'*^ * Jt mU5t be very nice not to need an original 


You don t know anything about their subjects,’ said Chrystal. He 
d it sharply but amicably enough, for he had a hidden liking for 
Nighungale. Another thought was, however, troubling him. ‘I don’t 
hke to hear old Gay criticized. I’ve got as great a respect for him as 
y c in the college. But it is lamentable to think that we shall 
soon have to elect a Master, and the old chap will have his vote. How 

vjhJh ^ coUc 6 e to do lts business, when you’ve got people 

who W lost ** mcmorics bm ^ only toQ 


^VC always thought they should be disfranchised,’ said Nightin- 

did^let^h BrOWD * T thcm ° ff at sbct y- fivc or seventy, and 

? V ° tC ^ WC should losc morc ^ we gained.’ 
What do you meant* b 
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‘I think I mean this: a college is a society of men, and we have to 
take the rough with the smooth.’ 

‘It you try to make it too efficient,’ I said, ‘you’ll suddenly find 
that you haven’t a college at all.’ 

‘ I thought you were a man of advanced opinions,’ said Nightingale. 

‘Sometimes 1 am,’ I said. 

‘1 don’t know where 1 come down,’ said Chrvstal. He was torn, 
tom as he often was, tom as he would have hated anyone to perceive. 
His passion to domineer, his taste for clean efficiency, all his impulses 
as a party boss with die college to nan, made him want to sweep the 
old men rudilessly away - take away dicir votes, there would be so 
much less dead wood, they impeded all he wanted to do. Yet there 
was the other side, die soft romantic heart which felt Gay as larger 
than life-size, which was full of pious regard for the old, which shrank 
from reminding diem diat dicy w’crc spent. ‘But 1 don’t mind telling 
you that dicre arc dmes when I consider the college isn’t a fit body to 
be entrusted widi its money. Do you really mean to tell me that die 
college is fit to handle a capital endowment of a million pounds? 

‘I’ll give you an answer,’ said Brown cheerfully, ‘when I sec how 
we manage about electing a Master.’ 

‘Is anything being done about diat?’ Nightingale asked. 

‘Nothing can be done yet, of course,’ said Brown. ‘I suppose 
people arc beginning to mention names. I’ve heard one or two al¬ 
ready.’ As he talked blandly on, he was watching Nightingale. He 
was usually an opponent, he was likely to be so now, and Brown was 
feeling his way. ‘I think diat Winslow may radicr fancy the idea of 
Crawford. I wonder how you’d regard him?’ 

There was a pause. 

‘I’m not specially enthusiastic,’ said Nightingale. 

‘I’m interested to hear you say diat,’ said Brown. His eyes were 
bright. ‘ I thought it would be natural if you went tor someone like 
Crawford on the scientific side.' 

Suddenly Nightingale’s careful manner broke. 

; ^ ^ ... «• 

‘I might if it weren’t Crawford,’ he said. His voice was bitter: 

‘There’s not been a day pass ui die last three years when lie hasn t re¬ 
minded me that he is a Fellow of die Royal, and that I am not. 

‘That's ridiculous.’ said Brown consolingly. ‘He’s got a good many 
years’ start, hasn’t he?’ 
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For these societies were always making elections from their own 
members, they filled all their jobs from among themselves, and in 
those elections one’s enemies took part - for example, Jago disliked 
Winslow far more intensely than I Nightingale, and at that moment 
he knew that, until the election was over, he was partially in Wins¬ 
low’s power. 

We climbed a staircase in the third court to Nightingale’s rooms. 
He was a teetotaller, die only one in die college, and he had no drink 
to offer, but lie gave me a cigarette. He asked a few uninterested 
questions about 
to his polite behaviour. Suddenly he broke out: 

‘What are Clirystal and Brown up to about the Mastership?’ 

‘I thought Brown had been telling us - at some length.’ 

‘I know all about diat. What I want to hear is, has one of those two 
got Iris eye on it for himself?’ 

‘I shouldn’t think so for a minute,' 1 said. 

‘We’re not going to be rushed into that, arc we?’ he asked. I 
wouldn’t put it past diem to try.’ 

‘Nonsense,’ I said. He was irritating me. ‘They made it clear 
enough - they’ll run Jago.’ 

‘I’ll believe diat when I see it. I’ve never noticed them exert them¬ 
selves much for anyone else. I’ve not forgotten how they squeezed 
Brown into the tutorship. I was two or three years junior, but there s 
no doubt I had the better claim.’ 

Suddenly he snapped out the quesdon: 

‘What arc you going to do?’ 

I did not reply at once. 

‘Arc you going to propose Chrystal as a bright idea at the last 
moment? ’ 

He was intensely suspicious, certain diat dicre was a web of plans 
from which he would lose and others gain. If I had told him I, too, 
was thinking of Jago, he would have seen meanings behind that 
choice, and it might have turned him from Jago himself. As it was, 
Jago’s seemed die one name that did not arouse Iris suspicion an 
envy that night. 

I looked round his sitting-room. It was without feature, it was ie 
room of a man concentrated into himself, so that he had nodring to 
spend outside; it showed nodring of the rich, solid comfort which 
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Brown tad given to his, or the eccentric picturesqueness of Roy 
Calvert’s. Nightingale was a man drawn into himself. Suspicion and 
envy lived in him. They always would have done, however life had 
treated h i m ; they were part of his nature. But he had been unlucky, 
he had been frustrated in his most cherished hope, and now envy 
never left him alone. 

He was forty-three, and a bachelor. Why he had not married, I did 
not know: there was nothing unmasculinc about him . That was not, 
however, his abiding disappointment. He had once possessed great 
promise. He had known what it was to hold creative dreams: and 
they had not come offr That was his bitterness. As a very young man 
he had shown a spark of real talent. He was one of the earliest theor¬ 
etical chemists. By twenty-three he had written two good papers on 
molecular smicture. He had, so I was told, anticipated Heitler-London 
and the orbital theory; he was ten years ahead of his time. The college 
had elected him everything seemed easy. But the spark burnt out. 

The years passed. Often he had new conceptions; but the power to 
execute them had escaped from him. 

h would have been bitter to the most generous heart. In Nightin¬ 
gale s. it made him fester with envy. He longed in compensation for 
cryciy j ob within reach, m reason, and out of reason. It was morbid 
that he should have fancied his chances of the tutorship before Brown, 
his senior and a man made for the job; but it rankled in him after a 
dozen years. Each job in the college for which he was passed over, he 

2 * mtCmC sus P lcion as a sign of the conspiracy directed against 


im^T^T? * ** SUbjtCt W “ alrcad y 8° ne - Hc would not get 

^ DOW - BU r “ Mardl Came round «h Whe 

' h ~ CCm ™ ° fthe R °y al Sections in expectation, 

Th.t« r S a “- “ ““ “ ** of 
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Streets in the Thaw 


It becran to thaw that night, and by morning the walls of my bed¬ 
room earned dank streaks like the tracks of a snail. Lying in bed, I 
could hear die patter of drops against the window ledge. ‘Dim’ old 
day underfoot, sir,’ Bidwcll greeted me. ‘Mr Calvert sends his com¬ 
pliments, and says he’d send his goloshes too, if he could persuade 
you to wear diem.’ 

1 had scarcely seen Roy Calvert alone since he returned; he called 
in for a few minutes after breakfast on his way to pay visits round the 
town. ‘They’d better know I am alive.’ He grinned. ‘Or else Jago 
will be sending out a letter.’ It was one ofjago’s customs to send out 
a letter’ whenever a member of the college died; it was part of the 
indmatc formality which, to Roy Calvert, was comic without end. 
He went out through die slush to pay his visits; he had a great range 
of acquaintances in Cambridge, and he arranged to visit them in an 
order shaped partly by kindness, partly by caprice. The unhappy, the 
dim, die old and passed over, even those whom anyone else found 
tedious and ordinary, could count on his company; while the im¬ 
portant, the weighty, die established - sometimes, I thought in irrita¬ 
tion, anyone who could be the slightest use to him - had to wait eir 

turn. . 

Before he went out, he arranged for us both to have tea in e 
Lodge, where he was a favourite. He would go himself earlier in e 
afternoon, to talk to die Master. So at tea-time I went over alone, an 
waited in the empty drawing-room. The afternoon was leaden, c 
snow still lay on die court, widi a few pockmarks at the edges# e 
fire deep in die room bcliind me was reflected in the heavy twikg t. 
Roy Calvert joined me there. 

It had been worse than he imagined, and he was subdued. The Mas¬ 
ter had been talking happily of how they would collaborate - 
‘little book on die heresies’. This was a project of die Master s whic i 
Roy had been trying to avoid for years. Now he said that he would 
do it as a memorial. 

When Lady Muriel came in, she began with her inflexible greetings# 
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2 S though nothing were wrong in the house. But Roy took her hand, 
and his first words were: 

I ve been talking to the Master, you know. It’s dreadful to have to 

pretend, isn t itt I wish you could have been spared that decision. 

Lady Mu. No one could have known what to do.’ 

She was taken aback, and yet relieved so that the tears came. No 

one else would have spoken to her as though she were a woman who 

wanted someone to guide her. I wished that I had been as straight¬ 
forward. ° 

She was already crying, she said that it was not easy. 

No one could help you,’ said Roy. ‘And you’d have liked help, 
wouJdn t you? Everyone wouicL* 

He took care of her until Joan joined us, and then they began to 
argue about the regime in Germany. ‘Just so,’ said Roy, to each of 
Joan s positive statements. Both women knew that he had no liking 

ae* IaU8hcd at P rccisc amative, which had 
once been affected bat now was second nature. 

s . r °f R °5' W1S ^eady near to open love, and her 

h ? n ? a !on - She mu * have known something of 
Z.3 “*l, thc Vmcl J eaves “his hair'(as the Master once quoted), 
“fa 1w h° pursued him. But she never said to Joan, as she had 

itTZ °r Wh ° m e Cr dau 6 htcr brought to the Lodge, 

I ' lmi8me what y° u <=“ P°«ih>y in him.' 

rain^SL J °“ “ ° Ut ° f ^ L ° dge «*“ ^k, 

That girl, I said, ‘b filling more in love with you.' 

-emri Wn< 4 ^ m “y °f those who attract passionate love there 

hC ~f ed “ f0reM - ^ thatDjght^ 

IhXvT ° VCT Ma3Kr ' b ' innocent and free of«l£ 

d ° sh °PP“g' be said. 'I need to buy 

?T “ ** ^ ™>ter was 

pavements ’? * he «“P' by the walls, the 

from the lamps anddJ^L? by “ d ^ nurror ed the lights 

bo ' h . dda of narrow street" 

tnarkable in the rain. I He S1 "iled. 'You always looked 

“out in the rain. I need to get these presents off to-night.' 
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We went from shop to shop, up Sidney Street, down John’s Street, 
Trinity Street, into the market place. He wanted the presents for his 
disreputable, unlucky Berlin acquaintances who lived above his flat 
in the Knesebeckstrassc, and he took great care about choosing them. 

‘That mieht do for the little dancer.’ I had heard of ‘the little 
dancer’, by die same tide before. ‘She weighs 35 kilos,’ Roy com¬ 
mented. ‘Light. Considerably lighter than Arthur Brown. 

In one shop, he suddenly asked, quiedy, with complete indmacy, 
about Sheila, my wife. He knew the whole story of my marriage, 
and what 1 had to expect when I went each Tuesday to the Chelsea 
house. 1 was glad to talk. In the street, he looked at me with a smile 
full of affccrionate sharp-edged pity. ‘Yet you go on among those 
comfortable blokes - as though nothing was the matter, he said. I 
wish I could bear as much.’ 

Without speaking, we walked past Great St Mary s into the mar¬ 
ket place. He could say no more, and, with the same intimacy, asked. 

‘About diose comfortable blokes, old boy. Who are we going to 
have for Master? ’ 

We were loaded with parcels, our coats were heavy with the 
damp, rain dripped from our faces. 

4 1 think I want Jago,’ I said. 

4 1 suppose there’s a move for Crawford.’ 

4 I’m against that,’ I said. 

‘Crawford is too - stuffed,’ said Roy Calvert- ‘He’ll just assume 
the job is due to him by right. He’s complacent. I’d never vote for a 
man who was complacent.’ 

I agreed. 

4 You know,’ he said, ‘old Winslow is the most unusual man among 
that lot. He bites their heads off, he’s a bit of a bully, he s frigh u y 
ill-adjusted. But no one on earth could call him tug. They v>o 1 
have him at any price. 

‘No one on earth could call Jago tug,’ I said. ‘He’s the least com¬ 
monplace of men.’ t 

‘There arc plenty of things in favour of Jago, said Roy. 13 

they’re not the things we’re going to hear.’ 

' He stands a fair chance,’ I said. , 

‘ He’s not a commonplace man, is he? said Roy.^ Won t e ^ C P 
out because of that? They’ll never really think he’s “sound . 
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‘Arthur Brown is for him/ 
'Unde Arthur loves odd fish-’ 


And Chrystal, I said, 'thinks he can manage him . By the way, 
fm very doubtful whether he’s right/ 

‘It will be extremely f unn y if he isn’t.’ 


We turned down into Petty Cury, and Roy said: 

‘The ones who don’t want Jago won’t take it quietly. They’ll have 

a good deal to say about distinguished scholars - and others not so 
distinguished.' 


I know more about that than they do,’ he added. I smiled at the 
touch of arrogance, unusual in him, I saw his face, clear in the light 
from a shop. He shook his head to get rid of some raindrops, he 
smiled back, but he was in dead earnest. He went on quietly : 4 Why 
won’t they see what matters? I want a man who knows something 
about himself. And is appalled. And has to forgive himself to get 
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Decision to Call on Jago 

Roy Calvert and I kept coming back to the Mastership, as we 
talked late into die night. Before we went to bed, we agreed to tell 
Brown next day diat we were ready to support Jago. ‘ Sleep on it, 
sleep on it,’ said Roy, mimicking Brown’s comfortable tones. The 
next morning Bid well, after announcing the time and commenting 
on die weather, said: ‘Mr Calvert’s compliments, sir, and he says he’s 
slept on it and hasn’t changed his mind.’ 

At five that afternoon, we found Brown in his rooms. His tea was 
pushed aside, he was working on some lists: but, continuously busy, 
he was always able to seem at leisure. ‘It’s a bit early for sherry, he 
said. ‘I wonder if you feel like a glass of chablis? I opened it at lunch¬ 
time, and we diought it was radicr special.’ 

He brought out some glasses, and we sat in his armchairs, Brown 
in the middle. His eyes looked from one of us to the other. He knew 
we had come for a purpose, but he was prepared to sit there all even¬ 
ing, drinking Ins wine with enjoyment, and leave the first move to 
us. 

'You asked me,’ I said, ‘to let you know, when I’d decided about 
the next Master.’ 

'Why, so I did,’ said Brown. 

'I have now,’ I said. ‘I shall vote for Jago.’ 

*1 shall also,’ said Roy Calvert. 

*I’m very glad to hear it,’ Brown said. He smiled at me: I had a 
feeling you might come round to it. And Roy — ’ 

‘It’s all in order,’ said Roy, ‘I’ve slept on it.’ 

‘That’s just as well,’ said Brown. ‘Because if not I should certainly 
have advised you to do so.’ 

I chuckled. In his unhurried, ponderous fashion he was very good 
at coping with Roy Calvert. 

‘Well,* said Brown, sitting back contentedly, ‘this is all very inter¬ 
esting. As a matter of fact, I can tell you something myself. Chrystal 
and I had a little talk rcccndy, and we felt inclined to put Jago s 
name forward.’ 
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‘Without committing yourselves, of course?’ Roy inquired. 
‘Committing ourselves as much as it’s reasonable to do at this 
stage,’ said Brown. 

‘There’s one other tiling I tliink I’m at liberty to tell you,’ he 

added. ‘Nightingale told me definitely diis morning that he was of 

the same way of thi nk ing. So at any rate we’ve got the nucleus of a 
nice little party.* 

How capably he had managed it, I thought. He had not pressed 
Jago on any one of us. Chrystal had been undecided, but patiently 
Brown drew him in. With Chrystal, with me, with Nightingale, he 
had waited, talking placidly and sensibly, often rotundly and plad- 
tudinously. while our likes and dislikes shaped themselves. Only 
when it was needed had he thrown in a remark to stir one of our 

° r " arm OUr affcction - Hc had no sign of his own 
unshakcable resolve to get the Mastership for Jago. He had shown no 

““^”5 ** ^ed with his usual fairmindedness. But the 
resolve had been taken, his mind had been made up, the instant he 
heard that the Master was dying. 

h K " IO "' trough poUcy and calculation, 

partly through active duhke of Crawford, partly through a com- 

pletdy unealenkting surrender to affection tandjas in ali ped 
politics, the motives mixed with one another ^ 

Tn ^ f ° rJag °- •***«>“«* 

strong r d BrOWn S afliction5 were and 

Taeo it „ M polinaan by nature; since he was set on supporting 

wfs n ot hT d bu V do k with M * e craft he knew - but there 

his emotiom^ti* U f^ 5 f ° r the man ' >6° “ght indulge 
inbadetr^t ^ C " OUr that Brown bought excessive and 

the sohd retiotdt heMt ™ TY ^di his head show nothing like 

decorum which was Brown's face to the world. 
Jaeo's wiM did not budge. In the depth of his heart he loved 

himself. Had°hc “ t *? t ? le couJd hav c gone diat way 

harmony? Had he bccom t reaching his own robust 

not arrived » ? duU a , do 6 ? For Brown’s harmony had 

his steady strength and th° P ^ contented man . rested on 

They vrLc blind thou 8 1 J t hc | had “ever known their conflicts. 

y because he had known 

raat drove men off the rails, in particular the frets of sensual 
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love. It was in his nature to live them down, to imbed them deep, not 
to let them lead him away from his future as a college worthy, from 
liis amiable wife and son. But he was too realistic, too humble, too 
genuine a man ever to forget them. ‘Uncle Arthur loves odd fish’, 
said Roy Calvert, whom he had helped through more than one folly. 
In middle age ‘ Uncle Arthur’ was four square in himself, without a 
crack or flaw, rooted in his solid, warm, wise, and cautious nature. 
But he loved odd fish, for he knew, better than anyone, the odd 
desires that he had left behind. 

1 We’ve got the nucleus of a nice little party,’ said Brown. I think 
die time may almost have come to ask Jago whether he 11 give us 
permission to canvass liis name.’ 

‘You don’t diink that’s premature?’ said Roy, anxiously solemn 

‘He may find certain difficulties,’ said Brown, refusing to be put 
out of his stride. ‘He may not be able to afford it. Put it another way 
- he’d certainly drop a bit over die exchange. With his university 
lectureship and liis college teaching work, as Senior Tutor, he must 
make all of£1,800 a year, and die house rent free. As Master hell 
have to give up most of die odicr things, and the stipend of the Mas¬ 
ter is only £ 1,500. I’ve always thought it was disgracefully low, its 
scarcely decent. Of course, he gets die Lodge free, but the upkeep 
will run him into a lot more than die Tutor’s house. I really don t 


know how lie’s going to manage it.’ 

I was smiling: with Roy present, I found it harder to tike part m 
these stately minuets. ‘Somehow I diink he’ll find a way, I sai . 
‘Look, Brown, you know perfeedy well diat he s chafing to 
asked.’ 

‘I think we might be able to persuade him,’ Brown said. But we 
mustn’t be in too much of a hurry. You don’t get round difficulties 
by ignoring them. Still, I think we’ve got far enough to approa 
Jago now.’ 

‘The first step, of course,’ he added, ‘is to get Chrystal. He may 
diink we’re anticipating diings a bit.’ 

He telephoned to Chrystal, who was at home but left at once for 
the college. When lie arrived, lie was short-tempered because we ha 
talked so much without him. He was counter-suggestible, moved to 
say no instead of yes, anxious to find reasons why we should not go 
at once to Jago. Brown used liis automatic tact; and, as usual, Chrysta 
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was forming samble decisions underneath his short pique-ridden 
temper (he had the kind of pique which one calls ‘ childish ’ - though in 
act it is shown most clearly by grave and adult men). Suddenly he said: 
/mm favour of seeing Jago at once.’ 

Shall 1 fi x a time to-morrow?’ said Brown. 

(J-'rT'T W T S ' Th r c ’ 5 boUnd '° be ulk ' 1 to get our 

fert in first. m m favour of going to-night.’ 

He may be busy/ 

romine to - • - d c ^ 

£r wTum ho 

n^^/^'XdTt “ sc throueh ** ^ io ' d ^ 

,I^' s ^kward,’ said Brown. 

side.* ^ Nightingale. I want to get started before the other 

an error ofjudgcm^nm fo w > f T hoUSC ' Hc was sur c it was 

to bind to the party On the other Z /kWl ~ wbom be wanted 
^tal ‘up to ^boU* He u hC had ^ ttoubIc b ^ging 

now. He rig up hh voi” “5* ch ° OSC to ** Pitting him of 

replies, one could guess that ’ COnfidcnt,al * cordial; from his 

second’s delay. ^ Was wdc oming us round without a 

"P- ’ ^ d ^ '° “ n ° W ’’ “ id Brown - * he hung the receiver 

rising to 8° °ft. 

*■* we w ° h scnd 3 note 

/ w k /'^te tou„d to Nightingale.’ raid Roy 
Wen 1 8 0ne tound on the deputin’ g ° mS * VO “ for ^ but 
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‘That’s very thoughtful of you,’ said Brown. 

‘Not a bit of it,’ said Roy. ‘I very much doubt whether the next 
but one junior fellow ought to be included in such a deputation as 
this.’ 

Chrystal did not know whether he was being serious or not. 

‘I don’t know about that, Calvert, I don’t know about that,’ he 
said. ‘Still, we can tell Jago you’re one of us, can we?’ 

‘Just so,’ said Roy. ‘Just so.’ 

The Tutor’s house lay on the other side of the college, and Brown, 
Chrystal and I began walking through the courts. Chrystal made a 
remark about Roy Calvert: 

‘Sometimes I don’t know where I am with that young man. 

‘He’ll be a very useful acquisition to our side,’ said Brown. 
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Three Kinds of Power 


In Jago’s house we were shown, not into his study, hut into the 
ra wing-room. There Mrs Jago received us, with an air of grande 
dame borrowed from Lady Muriel. 

‘Do sit down, Dean,’ she said to Chrystal. 'Do sit down. Tutor,’ 
ihe said to Brown. ‘A parent has just chosen this time to call on my 
husband, which I feel is very inconsiderate.’ 

But Mrs Jago’s imitation of Lady Muriel was not exact. Lady 
•It J she Was ’ would ncvcr tave called men by their college 

andsaid* WOUM ^ pickcd ° D >' oun 6 cst 

’Mr Eliot, please help me with the sherry. You know it’s your duty, 
and you ought to like doing your duty.’ 7 

n / 0 l Mr \ Ja8 ° Wlntcd *° b* - great lady, wanted also the attention 

sasrr- ° fhmcif ' f ° r ™*n t . s| *> w g , 

was plain. ^ pen ' d ' fcnccl “ s ’ bbe an adonng girl’s. Otherwise she 
bro^ ShC C0UH n0t k " P Up hcr grand Suddenly .he 

truggl^fcc.’ y ° 1 ' WiU ^ ‘“ VC *° put “P with m V Presence till Paul 

•Th!nb VCTy f ° r “ aU ’' said Ardjur Brown, 
pedestal ag^ Ut ° r ’ “* d Mn Ja 8°' back p °r a second on her 

be^elrtve^yel" ““ h ' mar ™ d ■»’ ^ 

overlooked She scizJl creation, She was determined not to be 

rbcm wii a ^*£1" T u’ dow “- recounted 

husband «" t ° *“ She had cost her 

Q peet- He was a^aTwho^^d’ tUt .'“°5 “ the wa V one might 

Wid > his quick sy“tv ” U , ldmirari ° n from women. 

H sympathy, his emononal power, he could have 
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commanded all kinds of love. He liked the compliment, but he wanted 
none of diem. He had loved his wife for twenty-five years. They had 
had no children. He loved her still. He could still be jealous of that 
woman, who, to everyone outside, seemed so grotesque. 1 had seen 
her play on drat jealousy and give him pain. 

But that was not his deepest suffering about her. They had married 
when he was a young don, and she his pupil. That relation, which 
ran always so easily fill itself with emotion, had never died. He 
wanted people to recognize her quality, how gifted she was, how 
much held back by her crippling sensitiveness. He wanted us to see 
that she was gallant, and misjudged; he was burning to explain 
that she went through acutcr pain than anyone, when the tem¬ 
perament she could not control drove his friends away. His love 
remained love, and added pity: and the sight of her in a mood which 
others dismissed as grotesque still had the power to take and ren 
his heart. 

He suffered for her, and for himself. He loathed having to ma e 
apologies for his wife. He loathed all his imagination could invent 
of the words that were s poken behind his back - poor Jago. ... 
But even those wounds to his pride he could have endured, if she a 
been happier. He would still, after twenty-five years, have humbled 
him self for her as for no one else - just to see her content. As c to 
me on the night we first knew the Master was dying, one is drea 
fully vulnerable through diosc one loves . 

When Jago came in, his first words were to his wife. 

‘I’m desperately sorry I’ve been kept so long. I know you wantc 
to get back to your book — * 

‘It doesn’t matter at all, Paul,’ she said with lofty dignity, an en 
cried out: ‘It only means diat the Dean and die Tutor and Mr ot 
have had to make conversauon to me for half an hour. ^ 

‘If they don’t get a greater infliction than that diis term, he sai 

‘they’ll be very lucky men.’ , 

‘It’s wretched for them diat because of parents who haven t e 

slightest consideration — 

Gendyjago tried to steer her off. and show her at her best. Had s e 
talked to us about die book from which we had drawn hers W y 
hadn’t she mentioned what she told him at tea-timer 

Then Chrysial said: 
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'You’ll excuse us if we take the Senior Tutor away, won’t you, 
Mrs Jago? We have a piece of business that can’t wait.* 

‘Please do not think of considering me,’ she retorted. 

This was a masculine society, and none of us would have considered 
discussing college business in front of our wives, not even in front of 
lady Muriel herself. But, as we went out to Jago’s study, I caught 
sight of his wife’s face, and I knew she had embraced another insult. 

Jago would hear her cry 4 they took the opportunity to say I wasn’t 
wanted ’. 

Once in Jago’s study, with Jago sitting behind his big tutorial desk, 
crowded with letters, folders, dossiers. Reporters, copies of the Ordin¬ 
ances, Chrystal cleared his throat. 

‘We’ve come to ask you one question, Jago,’ he said. 'Are you 
prepared to be a candidate for the Mastership ? 9 
Jago sighed 

The first thing I want to say,’ he replied, ‘is how grateful I am to 
you for coming to speak to me. It’s an honour to be thought of by 
such colleagues as you. I’m deeply touched.’ 

He smiled at us all 

I m specially touched, if I may say so, to see Bliot with you. You 

ZZ to finH ■ We ; C , U P » much l 

rprue to find you re indulgent towards me. But you don’t know 

wW™ ! * ^ »>c approved^ of by‘someone 

who, come here from a chffcrent life altogether. I'm so grateful. 

I h!? W “. the m ° r ' P leascd - 1 thou 8 ht . because I had hesitated because 
Ltforo " “ DVinCC: k is ““ ** whole-hoggLg S 

asc for o„ c , muse to "hom ooe feeb most gradtude. “ 8 
pro^eto°u Ul f n cau^.- yOU '' ““ ^ ^ ‘ 

Z '° ,CU y ° U> bcf ° I J C y °“ ^ «“ y°or answer, 

college ’ said .Jf 7 ? f m ? 1 l ° dlscovcr & c opinion of the 

in B 1 dOD C think 6-8 beyond our 

Calven snmMl P— 18 f ° nc or ^ vo others besides ourselves 

M tfen“ ^ T dUt ^ WUJ «*" Vou h“t£ 

Nightingale I reeard | k bn ? 8 , 3 promise from 

‘There's l u 7 ? M . tavm 8 pl«M his support.' 

^Ocre s no doubt of that, said Chrystal. 


unless wc could 
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‘Rov Calvert, that’s nice of him!’ cried Jago. ‘But Nightingale - 
I*m astonished. Brown, I really am astonished.’ 

‘Yes, \\c were a bit surprised ourselves.’ Brown went on steadily: 
‘There arc thirteen of us, not counting the present Master. If we leave 
you out, and assume that anodier member of the society will be the 
other candidate, that gives eleven people with a free vote. It wants 
seven votes to get a clear majority of the society, and a Master can t 
be elected without, of course. Personally, I should regard five as a 
satisfactory caucus to start with. Anyway, it’s all we’re entitled to 
promise to-night, and it you t hink it’s not enough we shall perfeedy 
understand.’ 

Jago rested his elbows on the desk, and leant forward towards us. 

‘I believe I’ve told each one of you separately that this possibility 
came to me as an utter shock. I still feel that my feet aren’t quite firm 
under me. But since it did seem to become a possibility I ve thought 
it over until I’m tired. I had serious doubts as to whether I ought to do 
it, whether I wanted to do it, whether I could do it. I’ve had several 
sleepless nights tliis week, trying to answer those questions. And 
there’s one dung I’ve become convinced of, even in the small hours - 
you know, when one’s whole life seems absolutely poindcss. I m 
going to tell you without modesty, between friends. I believe I can 
do it. I believe I can do it better than anyone within reach. So, if you 
want me, I’ve got no choice.’ 

‘I’m glad to hear it, Jago,’ said Chrystal. 

‘Splendid,’ said Brown. 

‘As for die campaign,’ said Jago with a brilliant smile,^ I put my¬ 
self at your disposal, and no one could be in better hands. 

Chrystal took charge. ‘There’ll be opposition, he said. 

‘You don’t diink I mind that, do you?’ said Jago. 

‘You don’t mind, but we do,’ said Chrystal sharply. We re bound 
to, as we’re taking die responsibility of running you. The opposition 
will be serious. It will come from an influential part of the college. 

They’re the people I call die obstructors. 

‘Who are dicy, when it comes to die point?’ said Jago, still exhil¬ 
arated. # , 

T haven't started counting heads,’ said Chrystal. But there s 

Winslow, tor certain. There’s old Despard — 

‘Crawford, if he isn’t a candidate,’ Brown put in. 

60 




Three Kinds of Power 

*I don’t believe be’s in a particularly good position to be im¬ 
partial,’ said Jago. ‘And as for the other two. I’m not depressed by 
their opposition. They’re just two embittered old men.’ 

‘That’s as may be,’ said Chrystal. ‘But they’re also two influential 
old men. They get round, they won’t let you in by default. I didn’t 
mean to say we shan’t work it. 1 think we’ve got a very good chance. 
But I wanted to warn you, this isn’t going to be a walk-over.’ 

T h a nk you. Dean, thank you. Don’t let me run away with my. 
self.’Jago was friendly, gracious, full of joy. ‘But I’m glad that we’ve 
got the younger men on our side. 1 wouldn’t exchange those two old 
warriors for Calvert and Eliot here. If we can call on die young men. 
Dean, we can do something with the college. It’s time we took our 
rightful place. We can make it a great college.’ 

'We shah need money,’ said Chrystal, but his own imagination 
was stirred. ‘We’re not rich enough yet to cut much of a dash. Per¬ 
haps we can get money. Yes - - ’ 

It’s inspiring to listen to you,’ Brown said to Jago. ‘But, ifl were 
you, I shouldn’t talk too much in public about your plans. People 
might think you were too ambitious. We don’t want to put their 
backs u p . I m anxious that nothing you say in the next few months 
mill give them a handle against you.’ 

Ijratched their heads, grouped round the desk, their faces glowing 
w ith th ar purpose - Brown's purple-pink, rubiennd, kcen-cycd! 
Orrystal s beaky, domineering. Jago's pale, worn with the excesses 

^ ey “ “ tcmd y “«• E^h of these three was seeking 
th °“8 ht " but tt = P° w “ wanted was as different as they 

? OV T S 7 ° De Which D0 nccd k»ow but 
kmelf, he wanted to handle, coax, guide, contrive, so that men 

found themselves m the places he had designed; he did not want an 
*nriably and’see “* PO ’“ i “ W “ 8°° d » * back 

in Wantcd to ** no morc **»» Do™, but he wanted the Dean 

Lessmbtlc, S ° f C ° Uc ?'’ to ^ knovra of power. 

subtle, less reflective, more immediate than his frirnd h.l j j 

of powe^nSm f^tt 

word w' W1S ““““dbtg here and now, that his 

£ SKS.-tit 
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had done. That was too impalpable a satisfaction for Chrystal. 
Chrystal was impelled to have his own part recognized, by Jago, by 
Brown, and die college. As we spoke that evening, it was essential for 
Chrystal diat he should sec his effect on Jago himself. He wanted 
nothing more than diat, lie was no more ambitious dian Brown - but 
irresistibly he needed to see and feel his power. 

Jago enjoyed the dramatic impact of power, like Chrystal: but he 
was seeking for other things besides. He was an ambitious man, as 
ncidicr Brown nor Chrystal were. In any society, he would have 
longed to be first; and he would have longed for it because of every¬ 
thing that marked him out as different from the rest. He longed for 
all the trappings, tides, ornaments, and show of power. He would 
love to hear himself called Master; he would love to begin a formal 
act at a college meeting ‘ I, Paul Jago, Master of the college ...’ He 
wanted the grandeur of the Lodge, he wanted to be styled among the 
heads of houses. He enjoyed the prospect of an entry in the college 
history - ‘Dr P. Jago, 41st Master’. For him, in every word that sep¬ 
arated the Master from his fellows, in every ornament of the Lodge, 
in every act of formal duty, there was a gleam of magic. 

There was something else. He had just said to Chrystal ‘we can 
make it a great college’. Like most ambitious men, he believed that 
there were tilings that only he could do. Money did not move him in 
the slightest; die joys of office moved him a great deal; but there was 
a quality pure, almost naive, in his ambition. He had dreams of what 
he could do with his power. These dreams left him sometimes, he 
became crudely avid for die job, but dicy returned. With all his fer¬ 
vent imagination, he diought of a college peaceful, harmonious, 
gifted, creative, throbbing with joy and luminous with grace. In his 
dreams, he did not altogether know how to attain it. He had nodung 
of the certainty with which, in humility, accepting dicir limitations, 
Chrystal and Brown went about dicir aims, securing a benefaction 
from Sir Horace, arranging an extra tutorship, making sure diat Luke 
got a grant for his research. He had nothing of their certainty, nor 
dicir humility: he was more extravagant than they, and loved display 
far more; in his ambition he could be cruder and more predatory; 
but perhaps lie had muimuous which dicy could not begin to hear. 
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Quarrel with a Friend 


When I arrived in the combination room that evening, Winslow 

be™ ^ GetKfrc Werc standin S together. They had 

but 15 WW mc at door there was a hush. Wins- 

Sr 8 t0 y °“- 1 h “ r y ° U ’ VC b '“ h ° ld “S > - adoption 

Nightingale asked: 

‘Did you all get the reception you wanted?' 

from VC 7 PlCaSanL , I m S ° rry >' ou wcreQ ’t there,’ I said It was 
from him, of course, that they had heard the news There was 

constraint in the air, and I knew that Frands GctlifFe was anery He 
had returned from Switzerland A j i * 

■o^; f :;:zzv° ** your r d,djt "' 1 w ^- 

set*- 

‘If th^ a Master, you know, not a clerk,’ I said. 

‘I shall Tu 7^thTl Sh t0 ClCCt Jago/ Winstew 
distinction/ Whc ° 1 SOmcQmcs fril to remember the 

jokc^Hc said* 3 SmilC " “ alwayS whcn he beard a malicious 

mJess someone bcttl?!^'^’^ WOrSC ' ‘ don,t ob J cct to bim - 

«*y2a wLL^rhott c h ; v had of 7 Z ,o * cow som ~"' 

el- Brown —5 St he wo^ cl^ ° n “, 0f ‘8°“g out- 
bU ‘ *“ W ° 0t » - mentioned the nZc r ° y “ d “ 
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I don t see this college doing it. It always likes to keep jobs in the 
family. That being so. I’m not displeased with Jago,* said Nightingale. 

I heard the door open, and Chrystal walked up to shake hands with 
Francis GctlitTc, who had not spoken since I came in. 

Good evening to you. Dean,’ said Winslow. I said, in deliberate 
candour: 

We were just having an argument about Jago. Two for, and two 
against.’ 

‘That’s lamentable,’ Chrystal stared at Gctliffe. ‘We shall have to 
banish the Mastership as a topic in the combination room. Otherwise 
die place won’t be worth livin'? in.’ 

You know what die result of that would be, my dear Dean?’ said 
Winslow. ‘You would have two or diree knots of people, ener¬ 
getically whispering in comers. Not but what,’ he added, ‘we shall 
certainly come to diat before we’re finished.’ 

‘It’s lamentable,’ said Chrystal, ‘diat die college can’t setde its 
business without getting into a state.’ 

‘That’s a remarkable thought,’ said Winslow. As Chrystal was 
replying tartly, die butler announced dinner: on the way in, Francis 
Gediffc gave me a curt word: ‘I want a talk wdth you. I’ll come to 
your rooms after hall.’ 

We were sitting down after grace when Luke hurried in, followed 
by Pilbrow, late as he had been so often in his fifty years as a fellow. 
He rushed in breathlessly, his bald head gleaming as though it had 
been polished. His eyes were brown and sparkling, liis words tumbled 
over each other as he apologized: he was a man of seventy-four, with 
the spontaneity, die brilliance, the hopes of a youth. 

Chrystal had not been able to avoid Winslow’s side, but he talked 
diagonally across die table to Francis Gediffc. 

‘ Have we fixed die date of die next feast, Getliflc? ’ he asked. 

‘You should have written it down in your pocket book, my dear 
Dean,’ said Winslow. Chrystal frowned. Actually, lie knew the date 
perfectly well. He was asking because he had somediing to follow. 

‘February the 12th. A month to-morrow,’ said Francis Gedifie, 
who had during the previous summer become Steward. 

‘I hope you’ll make it a good one,’ said Chrystal. ‘I m asking 
you for a special reason. I happen to have a most important guest 
coming.’ 
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Good work, said Francis Gctliffc mechanically, preoccupied with 
other thoughts. ‘Who is he?* 

Sir Horace Timbcrlake,’ Chrystal announced. He looked round 
die table. ‘I expect everyone’s heard of him.’ 

Jl am, of course, very ignorant of these matters,’ said Winslow. 
But I ve seen his name occasionally in the financial journals.’ 

He’s one of the most successful men of the day,’ said Chrystal. 
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By the way. I’ve hooked an interesting guest for the feast too, 
Getlifle.’ 

‘Yes, Eustace, who is it?’ 

Pilbrow produced die name of a French writer of great distinction. 
He was triumphant. 

In matters of art, the college’s culture was insular and not well in¬ 
formed. The name meant nothing to most men diere. But neverthe¬ 
less diey wanted to give Pilbrow the full flavour of his triumph. All 
except Chrvstal and Nightingale. Chrystal was piqued because this 
seemed to be stealing Sir Horace’s thunder; Sir Horace had been 
jeered at by Nightingale that night, and Chrystal was sensitive for his 
heroes; he also liked solid success, and a French writer, not even one 
he had heard of, not even a famous one, was flimsy by the side of Sir 
Horace. He was huffed to nodee diat I took diis Frenchman seriously, 
and told Pilbrow how much I wanted to meet him. 

Nightingale did what seemed impossible, and detested Pilbrow. 
He was full of envy at Pilbrow’s ease, gaiety, acquaintance with all 
the cultivated world. He knew nothing of Pilbrow’s artistic friends, 
but hated them. When Pilbrow announced die French writer’s name, 
Nightingale just smiled. 

The rest of us loved Pilbrow. Even Winslow said: 

‘As you know, Eustace, 1 understand diese things very little - but 
it will be extremely nice to sec your genius. I stipulate, however, that 
I am not expected to converse in any language but my own.’ 

‘Would you really like him next to you, Godfrey?’ 

‘If you please. If you please.’ 

Pilbrow beamed. All of us, even the youngest, called him by his 
Christian name. He had been a unique figure in die college for very 
long. He would, as lie said, have made a good red Lord. And, diough 
he came from die upper middle classes, was comfortably ofl widiout 
being rich (his father had been the headmaster of a public school), 
many people in Europe diought of him in just that way. He was 
eccentric, an amateur, a connoisseur; he spent much of his time 
abroad, but lie was intensely English, he could not have been anydiing 
else but English. He belonged to the fine flower of die peaceful nine¬ 
teenth century. A great war had not shattered his feeling, gentlemanly 
and unsclf-consrious, diat one went where one wanted and did what 
one liked. 
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If nostalgia ever swept over him, he thrust it back. I had never 
known an old man who talked less of the past. Long ago he had 
wntten books on the Larin novelists, and the one on Petronius, 
where he found a subject which exactly fitted him, was the best of its 
land; all his books were written in a beautifully Iudd style, oddly 
unlike his cheerful, incoherent speech. But he did not wish to talk of 
them. He was fkr more spirited describing some Central European 
he had just discovered, who would be a great writer in ten years 
He went round Europe, often losing his head over a gleam of talent. 

One of his eccentrics was that he rcfuicJ tQ drcss fo[ dkmn m a 
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Chrystal had spoken with deep feeling and was shocked by the sar¬ 
castic reply. In turn, Winslow became increasingly causnc, and Night¬ 
ingale joined in. 

I noticed young Luke, die observant and discreet, watching this 
display of conflicts, and missing nothing. 

There was no wine diat night. Pilbrow left for a party immediately 
after hall; cultivated Cambridge parties were not complete without 
him, he had been attending them for over fifty years. Between the 
rest of us dicrc was too much tension for a comfortable botde. Wins¬ 
low gave Ills ‘Good-night to you’, and sauntered out, swinging the 
cap, which, in his formal style, he was the only one of us to bring into 
the room. I followed, and Francis Gctliffe came after me. 

He said, the moment we were inside my sitting-room: 

‘Look, I’m worried about this talk ofjago/ 

‘Why?’ 

‘It’s bloody foolish. We can’t have him as Master. I don’t know 
what you can be diinking about.’ 

We were still standing up. A vein, always visible w’hcn he was 
angry, stood out in the middle of Francis’s forehead. His sunburn 
made him look well, on die surface; but under the eyes die skin waj 
darkened and pouched by strain. He had been doing two men’s work 
for months - his own research, on the nature of die ionosphere, and 
his secret experiments for die Air Ministry. The secret was well kept, 
ncidicr I nor anyone in the college knew any details until dircc yean 
later, but he was actually busy with die origins of radar. He was tired, 
and overloaded with responsibility. His fundamental work had not 
received the attention that he looked for, and his reputation was not 
yet as brilliant as we had all prophesied. He was seeing some of his 
juniors overtake him; it was hard to bear. 

Now he was dirowing every effort into a new research. It had not 
yet started smoothly. It was an intolerable nuisance for lum to come 
back to diis trouble over die Mastership. He did not want to diink 
about it, he was overtaxed already with die anxieties of air defence 
and the gnawing doubt diat his new thoughts about die propagation 
of waves would not quite work out. Plunged into the middle of diis 
human struggle he felt nodiing but goaded irritation and impatience. 

We had been friends since we first met, nearly ten years before - 
not intimate friends, but between us diere was respect and confidence. 
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We were about the same age: he was now thirty-four and I thirty- 
two. We had much the same views, and a good deal of experience 
in common. He had brought me to the college when I decided that 
I did not want to go on competing all out at the Bar. In my three 
years in the college, we had been allies, trusting each other, auto¬ 
matically on the same side in any question that mattered. This was the 
first time we had disagreed. 

\ l don’t know what you can be thinking about,’ said Francis. 

He d be a goodish Master,’ I said. 

4 Nonsense. Sheer bloody nonsense,’ said Francis. ‘What has he 
doner 

It was a harsh question, and difficult to answer. Jago was an English 
scholar, and had published articles on the first writings produced by 
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‘Completely.* 

‘It’s sheer utter irresponsibility. It’s the first time I’ve seen you lose 
your balance. You must have gone quite mad.’ 

‘When I say completely,’ I said, ‘I could get out of it if there were 
a reason. But there won’t be one. Jago satisfies what I want better 
than anyone we shall find.’ 

‘Have you given a second’s thought to the fact that he’s an absurd 
conservati ve ? Do you think this is a good time to elect conservative 
figure-heads, when we might get a reasonable one?’ 

‘I don’t like that any more than you — ’ 

‘I wish you showed more sign of not liking it in practice,’ Francis 
said. 

‘For this particular job,’ I said, ‘I can’t believe it’s vitally import¬ 
ant.’ 

‘It’s vitally important for every job where men can get into the 
public eye,’ said Francis. ‘You oughtn’t to need me to tell you. Things 
are balanced so fine that we can’t give away a point. These conserva¬ 
tive fools are sticking out their chests and trying to behave like solid 
responsible men. I tell you, they’ll either let us drift lock, stock, and 
barrel to the Fascists; or they’ll get us into a war which we shall be 
bloody lucky not to lose.’ 

Francis spoke with a weariness of anger. He was radical, like many 
scientists of his generation. As he spoke, he was heavy with the re¬ 
sponsibility that, in two or three years at most, he and his kind would 
have to bear. He looked so tired that, for a second, I was melted. 

‘You needn’t tell me that, you know, Francis,’ I said. ‘I may be 
voting for Jago, but I haven’t changed altogether since we last met. 

His sudden creased smile lit up his face, and then left him stem 
again. 

‘Whom do you want?’ I asked. 

‘The obvious man. Crawford.’ 

‘He’s conceited. He’s shallow. He’s a third-rate man.’ 

‘He’s a very good scientist. That’s understating the case.’ 

I had never heard a contrary opinion. Some people said that 
Crawford was one of the best biologists alive. 

Francis went on: t 

‘He’s got the right opinions. He isn’t afraid to utter them. 

‘He’s inconceivably self-satisfied - - ’ 
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‘There aren’t many men of his standing with radical views Any¬ 
thing he says, he says with authority behind him. Can’t you see that 

it might be useful to have a Master of a college who is willing to 
speak out like that? b 

‘It might be very useful,’ I said. The quarrel had died down a little: 
/was listening to his argument. ’It might be very useful. But that 

™ , want hlm for ' what Crawford would be like inside 

I added: ‘He’d have no feeling. And no glow. And not a scrap of 
imagination. * 

‘You claim all those things forjago?’ 

Yes. 

‘One can’t have everything,’ said Francis. 

I asked: 

‘Will Crawford be a candidate?* 

‘If I have anything to do with it/ 

‘Have you spoken to Winslow yet?* 

one knew that he must run Crawford in the end. Y 
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'It will be hard,’ he said, ‘for me to think you reliable again.’ 
‘We’d better leave it,’ I said. ‘I’ve stood as much as I feel like 

‘You’re going on with this nonsense?’ he shouted. 

‘Ofcourse I’m going on with it.’ 

‘If I can find a way to stop it,’ he said, ‘I promise you I shall.’ 
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First College Meeting of Term 

Trunks piled up in the college gateway, young men shouted to each 
other across the court, the porters’ trucks groaned, ground, and 
rumbled on their way round the stone paths. The benches in hall were 

*75 WaSof noi * before and after grace; feet ran up 
and down stairs, all evening long. At night the scratchings behind the 
walls were less insistent; the kitchens were full of food now, and the 
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munching a teacake, reaching out for a tart; but Gay had drawn op 
a chair against the table, and was making a hearty meal. 

‘Ah. How are you getting on, Chrystal?’ he said, looking up for 
a moment from his plate. ‘Have you had one of these lemon curd 
tarts?’ 


‘I have,’ said Chrystal. 

‘I congratulate you,’ said Gay promptly. 

In a moment he looked up again. 

‘All, I’m glad to see you, Calvert. I thought you’d left us. Have 
you had any of this excellent stickjaw cake?’ 

‘I was wondering whether it was too heavy for me,’ said Roy 
Calvert. 


‘I must congratulate the Steward. Winslow, I congratulate you on 
the remarkably fine tea you’ve given us.’ 

‘My dear Professor,’ said Winslow, ‘I was a most uninspired 
Steward: and I gave up being so five-and-twenty years ago.* 

‘Then congratulate the new Steward for me,’ said Gay, quite un¬ 
abashed, picking out a chocolate eclair. ‘Tell him from me that he s 
doing splendid work.’ 

We stood round, occupied with tea. Everyone was in the room 
except Crawford; snatches of conversation kept reaching me and 
fading away. Chrystal and Brown had a quiet word, and then 
Chrystal moved to the side of the Master’s Deputy, Dcspard-Smith, 
who was listening with a solemn, puzzled expression to Roy Calvert. 
Chrystal plucked the sleeve of his gown, and they backed into the 
window: I heard a few words in Chrystal’s brisk whisper - ‘Master 
... announce die position ... most inadvisable to discuss it... danger¬ 
ous . . . some of us would diink it improper.’ As in all the whispered 
colloquies before meetings, die s’s hissed across the room. 

The half hour struck. Despard-Smidi said, in his solemn voice - 
‘It is more than time we started,’ and we took our places in order of 
seniority, one to die right, and one to die left of the chair. Round the 
table clockwise from Dcspard-Smidi’s left hand, the order became - 
Pilbrow, Crawford (whose place was still empty), Brown, Night¬ 
ingale, myself, Luke, Calvert, Gcdiife, Chrystal, Jago, Winslow, 


Gay. 

There was one feature of diis curious system of seating: it hap¬ 
pened at that time to bring side by side die bitterest antipathies in the 
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college, Jago and Winslow, Crawford and Brown, Nightingale and 
myself. 

Despard-Smith looked round the table for silence. His face looked 
grey, lined, mournful above his clerical collar, grey above his black 
coat. He was seventy, and the only fellow then in orders, but he had 
never held a living; in fact, he had lived continuously in college since 
he entered it as a freshman fifty-one years before. He had been second 
wrangler in the days of the old mathematical tripos, and had been 
elected immediately after, as was often the practice then. He did no 
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chance, though Roy pressed him obstinately. Roy never got the ear 
of a college meeting. He became too ingenious and elaborate; rerc-3- 
tete with any of these men, he was perceptive, but when they were 
gathered together he became strangely maladroit. But Arthur Brown 
himself could not have manoeuvred a job for an Anglo-Catholic. At 
the bare mention, Jago, who was in fact an eloquent agnostic, invari¬ 
ably remembered that he had been brought up an Irish protestant. 
And all the other unbelievers would follow' him in a stampede and 
become obdurate low churchmen. 

So it happened that afternoon. The college would not take either 
of the names. 


At that point, Crawford came in, and slipped quietly but notice¬ 
ably into his place. He moved sleekly, like a powerful man who has 
put on weight. 

‘My apologies, Mr Deputy,’ he said. ‘As I informed you, I had to 
put in an appearance at the faculty board.’ 

Despard-Smith gloomily, competently, recapitulated the argu¬ 
ments: it appeared to be ‘the sense of the meeting’ that neither of 
these men should be otfered the living, and die question would have 
to be deferred until next meeting: it w r as, of course, deplorable: had 
Dr Crawford any advice to give! 

‘No, Mr Deputy, I have no observations to make,’ said Crawford. 
He had a full, smooth voice, and a slight Scottish accent. He assumed 
that he would be listened to, and he had die trick of catching the at¬ 
tention without an effort. His expression stayed impassive: his features 
were small in a smooth, round face, and his eyes were round and un¬ 
blinking. His hair was smoothed down, cut very short over die cars; 


he had lost none of it. and it was still a glossy black, though he was 
fifty-six. As he spoke to the Deputy, he wore an impersonal smile. 

The financial business did not take long. The college was selling one 
of its antique copyholds at twenty years’ purchase; die college owned 
property in all die conceivable fashions of five hundred years; some 
early gifts had, by their legal form, kept their original money value 
and so were now more trouble than they were worth. When it came 
to property, the college showed a complete lack of antiquarian senti¬ 


mentality. 

‘If that is all,’ said Despard-Smith with solemn irntauon, perhaps 
we can get on. We have not yet dealt widi our most serious piece of 
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business. I cannot exaggerate the catastrophic consequences of what I 
have to say.' 

He stared severely round from right to left. Luke, for one moment 

free from scribbling notes for minutes, had been whispering to Roy 

Calvert. He blushed down to his neck: he, and the whole room, be¬ 
came silent. 

Despard-Srmth cleared his throat. 

. . Tte colJe 8 c be partly prepared for the announcement which 
it is my painful duty to make. When the Master asked me to act as 
his deputy less than two months ago, I fully expected that before this 
term was over he would be back in the s-saddle again. I litdc imag¬ 
ined that it would fal1 to me to announce from this chair the most 
disastrous news that I have been informed of in my long association 
w.th the college.'He paused 'I am told,' he wo, on, 'upon author- 
which cannot be denied that the Master will shortly be^en from 

He paused again, and said: 

I am not qualified to express an opinion whether there is the 
friW hope that the medical experts may be proved wrong m he 

Crawford said: 

‘^cL^fom ? 111 ^ 01110 4 Statcmcnt > Mr Deputy,’ 
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‘Thank you for telling us the worst.* 

‘I considered it my duty to tell the college all I knew myself,* said 
Crawford. 

He had said nothing novel to most of us; yet his immobile cer¬ 
tainty’, Despard-Smith s bleak and solemn weight, the ritual of the 
meeting itself, brought a tension that sprang from man to man like 
an electric charge. 

O 

After a silence, Winslow said: 

‘Dr Crawford’s statement brings the whole matter to a point I 
take it that with your permission, Mr Deputy, the college will wish 
to discuss the vacancy we shall soon be faced with.* 

‘I don’t understand,’ said Chrystal at his sharpest 

*1 thought I made myself fairly clear,* said Winslow. 

‘I don’t understand,’ said Chrystal. This kind of obstinate pretence 
of incomprehension was one of his favourite techniques at a meeting. 
‘I should like us to be reminded of the statute governing the election 
of a Master.* 

‘I wonder,’ said Brown, ‘if you would be good enough to read it, 
Mr Deputy*’ 

‘I’m in the hands of the m-meeting,’ said Despard-Smith. 

‘Why are we wasting rime?’ said Francis Gedifie. 

*1 should like the statute read,’ snapped Chrystal. 

Winslow and Crawford exchanged glances, but Despard-Smith 
opened his copy of the statutes, which lay in front of him on the table, 
and began to read, half-intoning in a nasal voice: 

‘When a vacancy in the office of Master shall become known to 
that fellow first in order of precedence he shall summon within forty- 
eight hours a meeting of the fellows. If the fellow first in order of 
precedence be not resident in Cambridge, or otherwise incapable of 
presiding, the duty shall pass to the next senior, and so on. When the 
fellows arc duly assembled the fellow first in order of precedence 
attending shall announce to them die vacancy, and shall before mid¬ 
night on the same day authorize a notice of the vacancy and of the 
time hereby regulated for the election of die new Master, and cause 
this notice to be placed in full sight on the chapel door. The time 
regulated for die election shall be ten o’clock on the morning on the 
fifteendi day from die date of the notice if die vacancy occur in term, 
or on die thirtieth day if it occur out of term.’ 
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When he bad fin i s hed, Gay said sonorously: 

‘Ah Indeed. Very interesting. Very remarkable. Fine piece of 
draughtsmanship, that statute,' 

•It mates my point,’ said Chrystal. ‘The college as a college can’t 
tote any action till the Mastership is vacant. There’s no question bo- 
fore us. I move the next business. ’ 

^This is formalism carried to extreme limits,’ said Winslow angrily, 
b^enever known the Dean be so scrupulous on a matter of etiquette 

Gediff«r mPletdy ° bVi0llS “ mt ** di5cu “ cd '' Francis 
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not to use the next few month C ° Ue6C , would ** grossly imprudent 
make.' m ° nths to rcso1 ^ on the dispositions it must 

wh^LttStneL'm^ 0 ^’ “Jy question is, 

‘Cabals 8 ' g 15 ^ most suit ^ble place.' 

Dcspard-Smith^Ct mep^T^h 0 ^ ^d. 

sweeping up. P P or foe waves of temper that were 

tbecollege/ hT^kh*^ ^ P " prcccdcnt “ m Y long association with 
^Cwt’Svf’’ 8 with great speed and earnestness* 

” ■ When thTnir^ui oTe 3 "f?*.*”* » — Master! 

Wwn such an ‘ ^ 
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He finished, after his various starts, with complete lucidity. But 
the college had a habit of ignonng Pilbrow’s interventions, and 
Chrystal and Winslow had both begun to speak at once when Jago 
quietened them. His voice was not an orator's: it was plummy, thick, 
produced far back m his throat. Yes, whenever he spoke, men’s 
glances turned to him. He had his spectacles in hand, and his eyes, for 
once unveiled, were hard. 

‘I have no doubt,’ he said, ‘that we have just listened to the decisive 
word. This is not the first time that Mr Pilbrow has represented to 
some of us the claims of decent feeling. Mr Deputy, the Master of this 
college is now lying in lais Lodge, and he has asked you to preside 
in his place. We know that we must settle on someone to succeed 
him, however difficult it is. But we can do that in our own way, 
without utterly offending the taste of some of us by insisting on doing 
it in this room - in a meeting of which he is still the head.’ When he 
sat back the room stayed uncomfortably still. 

‘That settles it,’ said Roy Calvert in a clear voice. 

'I moved the next business ten minutes ago,’ said Chrystal, staring 
domineeringly at Dcspard-Sinith. ‘I believe Mr Brown seconded it. 
Is it dmc to vote on my motion? I’m ready to wait all evening. 

The morion was carried by seven votes to four. For: Pilbrow,Jago, 
Brown, Chrystal, myself, Calvert, Luke. Against: Winslow, Craw¬ 
ford, Nightingale, Gctliffe. 

Neither Dcspard-Snuth nor Gay voted. 
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View from Roy Calvert's Window 

At hall after the meeting, Winslow was grumbling about Jago’s last 
speech - ‘high-minded persons have a remarkable gift for discovering 
that the requirements of decent feeling fit in exactly with what they 
want to do . I thought about how we had voted. The sides were 
sorting themselves out. Nightingale had voted with the opposition: 
was that merely a gesture of suspiciousness against Chrystal and 
Brown, He was the most uncomfortable of bedfellows. Despard- 
Snuth would presumably vote for Crawford. What about old Gay, 

1 PUbrow wouid dcddc for jag °- 16 

Two days afterwards, a note came round: 

Wh ° arC J “° t di !P oscd t0 v °tc for the Senior Tutor may 
like to discuss candidates for the Mastership. I suggest a meeting il 
myrooms at 2.30 on Friday, Jan. 18 . G.H.W.’ 8 

il bursary, and sent it to 

manners/ s^ChrZ] S°‘ °° 

place a beargardenTLoJ^ dom 8 best to make the 

ssi SSiSSSS 

bir tonmf were^f be^fo “d ^ by “ me “rvant, 

1 atrived there after lunch radte^riA,^ ° W ’ "snots must go. 

at his upright desk, reading a ? a ^ crnoon J Roy was standing 

•cwwl ” ^ rCadmg 3 manU5Cn P‘ against a lighted opalescent 

hhSfScT “ 676 ™y-' be said. -No oue has declared 

l00k " 8 b ~ k - -— 

“ * feW aiau,a - “d then joined me by the window. 
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We looked across, through the mist of the raw January afternoon, to 
the separate building which contained die sets not only of Winslow, 
but also of Pilbrow and Chrystal. It was a building of palladia!! har¬ 
mony; Eustace Pilbrow had lived in it for fifty years, and said that it 
was still as tranquil to look at as when he saw it for the first time. 

It was twenty-five past two. 

‘High rime die enemy appeared,’ said Roy. 

Just dicn Winslow came lounging along die path from die first 
court. He wore no overcoat, but, as usual when in college on business, 
a black coat and striped trousers. As he lounged along, his feet came 
down heavily at each step; one could guess from his gait that he had 
unusually big feet. 

‘He’s declared himself, anyway,’ said Roy. ‘He’d be sold if no one 
else turned up.’ 

Roy was on edge in his own fashion, though he was not given to 
anxiety. Waiting for critical news of his own, he felt instead of 
anxiety a tingle of excitement. He felt it now, watching for news of 
Jago’s chances. 

We saw Winslow disappear in the mouth of his staircase. 

‘He’s extremely tiresome.’ Roy smiled. ‘But I like the old stick. 
So do you.’ 

A moment later, Dcspard-Smith, in clerical hat and overcoat, 
walked across die front of the building from the third court. 

‘That was only to be expected,’ 1 said. 

‘If he weren’t able to express his view,’ said Roy, ‘it would be 
nodiing short of catastrophic.’ 

Francis Gcdiffc came quickly die way Winslow had come, in his 
long plunging strides. 

‘Now he ought to know’ better,’ said Roy. 

‘He’s got some good reasons.’ 

‘He’s getting stuffier as he gets older.’ 

The half-hour struck. Very slowly, along the same path, came Gay. 
One foot shuffled slowly in front of die other; lie was muffled up to 
the diroat, but his cheeks shone very red, his beard very white. 

‘How in God’s name did he decide?’ I cried in disappointment. 

He took minutes to make his way across die court. He was almost 
there when we saw Nightingale come along from die diird court and 

join him. 
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View from Roy Calvert*s Window 

‘Judas?’said Roy. 

They talked for a moment; we saw Nightingale shake his head 
and walk away in our direction. 

‘Apparendy not,* I said. 

Then from the first court, Crawford walked smoothly into view 
He was late he was moving fast, but he gave no appearance of hurry. 

Hcrc “““ the bride' until he slipped up WinsloVs 

‘I wonder,’ said Roy suddenly, 'if old Winslow is still hoping I 
wonder tf he expects to be asked to stand this afternoon/ 

eople hope on, I said, long after they admit it to themselves.’ 
Just so, said Roy. ’In this case until they’re seventy 'iXeTL 
statutes, seventy was the retiring age for the Master^ ‘ 

No one else came. The court was empty, 
t that the whole party, ’ said Roy. ’ 1 believe it is.’ • 

’If th 1l “ j t , card , the ft uar “rs chime. We waited again, 

tf this |s all, old boy.’ cried Roy, ’it’s in the bag ’ ® 

rr 1 ™' ‘AS: iz 

-« «»>. -N., TScy've fa, 

to his face as he approached^ XX We COU,d « down on 

;Asked to retirl’ I srii C<) ^ “P^ve. 

•cl W L ndcr what hc thinJcs His chances ar , ’ -j 

- Wmk ~ l *°» *• » “i R E STS; 

*3*’ fc ~“-*•' »'"■ . U. 

|-I SmiI . cd * ^th* 5ttH 0y ' a 00 l0 ° k aftcr m ysd£' 

^■ted in the quiet building At las^lT at die one window 

?* Petty remarbble oW b y s^ mcd ‘ Th « - tha" 

1 dunk I’d better tell aX r X Wc «» to be home.’ 

Anhur Brown,’ I said. Roy’s telephone stood 
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by his bedside, and I went there and talked to Brown. ‘How do you 
know how many turned up* ’ I heard Browm saying, cautious and 
inquisitive as ever. ‘How can you possibly have found out?’ 

I explained that we had been watching from Roy Calvert’s win¬ 
dow. Brown was satisfied, and asked for the names again. ‘Our party 
seems to be hanging together,’ he said. ‘But I think, to be on the safe 
side. I’ll give a little luncheon soon. I say, Eliot, Tm sorry about old 
Gay. I should like to know who got at him. We’ve let them steal 
a march on us dicrc.’ 

‘But it’s pretty good,’ I said. 

‘I must say it looks perfectly splendid.’ For a second Brown had let 
himself go. Then the voice turned minatory again: ‘Of course, you’ll 
remember it’s much too early to throw your hats in the air. We 
haven’t even got a paper majority for Paul Jago yet. We must go 
carefully. You mustn’t let people feel that we think it’s safe. It would 
be a wise precaution if you and Calvert didn’t let on that you know 
who turned up this afternoon.’ 

I told Roy, who gave a malicious chuckle. 

‘Good old Uncle Arthur,’ he said. ‘He must be the only person 
on this earth who regards you as an irresponsible schoolboy. It gives 
me great pleasure.’ 

He rang down to the kitchens for tea and crumpets, and we ate 
them by the fire. When we had finished and I was sitting back with 
my last cup of tea, Roy glanced at me with a secretive grin. From a 
drawer he produced, as diough furtively, a child’s box of bricks. I 
bought these yesterday,’ he said. ‘ I thought they might come in use¬ 
ful. They won’t be necessary unless Winslow shows us a new trick or 
two. But I may as well set them out.’ 

He always had a love for the concrete, though his whole profes¬ 
sional life was spent with words. Another man would have written 
down the fellows’ names, but Roy liked selecting fourteen identical 
bricks, and printing on them the names from Royce to Luke. The 
brick marked Royce he put by itself without a word. His expression 
lightened as he placed the two bricks Jago and Crawford together. 
Then he picked out Gay, Dcspard-Smith, Winslow, and Gediffc, and 
arranged them in a row. He left die odier seven in a huddle - until 
everyone's in die open. It ought to be a clear majority. 

I had to give two supervisions from five to seven, and when the 
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second was over went straight to the combination room. There Craw¬ 
ford was sitting by the fire alone, reading the local paper. He nodded, 
impersonally cordial, as I went over to the sherry table. When 1 came 
bade, glass in hand, to the armchairs, Crawford looked at me over the 

Mp of his paper. I don’t like the look of the war, Eliot,' he said. ’The 
war was the civil war in Spain. 

Nor do 1/ I said. 

,°“ r pe ° plc arc 8 cttln S ■» into a ridiculous mess. Every Thursday 
when I go op to the Royal I try to call on someone or other who l 

wcck°and “ TT® ^ 1 “7 <° “ake a different cal] each 

^Tdo b^T t0 “ 2 littlc »«. It’s the least one 

do bn, I never come away feeling reassured. Speaking as one 

T . / fcver y tiu J 1 g he said was devastatingly sensible 
Then Jago entered. He started as he saw Crawford th,n 
W - effusiveness. He was more uncomf^^ThS^ 

h^d ff 'goTdlwsTf ff 0rta r r ' C - ‘ >-use he had 

of the less lucky lfem °° D - ** *** “ ** F-cnce 

was unperturbed. 

EUoChfsidi 'itr ab r nd °“ OUr miIitar >' r «eorches for to-night, 

war ^d“ta^ d" t sh^ 0 ' TUt ° r Crested* 

~ ■« zr**- - i "“' *• f ~» 

-t:r. z‘z; £&."£ "°i “• j**°- "* ™— 

being able to keep still. ^ ^ P rcscncc comes through 

was thmk^ 1 g 8 of 1 s ^l C ^““ ° fa W "; d Witt y° l, .jago,’ he said. ‘I 
can have three min. T * ^ T y «* n ° tC ' ^ m won t be necessary if we 

y °V’ ^ S °} i^hh^rc^^ 0 ' “ COmmittcd to SU P- 

ttan,goaheacL^' ^ J **° m '* “ y ° Ur ha “ dl - Go ahead, my dear 

‘Tins afternoon,’ said Crawford, was asked to let myself be a 
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candidate for the Mastership. Those who asked me did not constitute 
a numerical majority of the college, but they represent a sound body 
of opinion. 1 saw no reason to hesitate. I don’t approve of people who 
have to be persuaded to play, like the young woman who just hap¬ 
pens to have brought her music. I told them I was ready to let my 
name go forward.’ 

He was confident, impervious, conceited, self-assured. On the 
afternoon’s showing he was left without a chance, but he seemed in 
control of the situation. 

‘I’m very grateful to you for telling me,’ saidjago. 

‘It was the least I could do,’ said Crawford. 4 We arc bound to be 
the only serious candidates.’ 

‘1 wish both the candidates,’ said Jago, with a sudden smile, 
‘reached the standard of distinction set by one of them. 

‘That’s as may be,’ Crawford replied. ‘There will be one question 
for us two to decide together That is, what to do with our own per¬ 
sonal votes. We ought to reach a working agreement on that. It is 
conceivable that the question may become important. 

Then he said that he was dining in another college, and left us with 
a cordial, impersonal good-night. 

Jago sighed and smiled. 

‘I’d give a good deal for that assurance, Eliot!' 

‘If you had it,’ I said, ‘you’d lose something else.' 

‘I wonder,’Jago cried, ‘if he’s ever imagined that he could possibly 
be wrong? Has he ever thought for a minute that he might possibly 
disgrace himself and fail?’ 

Not in this world of professional success, power, ambition, in¬ 
fluence among men, I thought. Of his mastery in this world Craw¬ 
ford was absolutely and impenetrably confident. Nothing had ever 
shaken him, or could now. 

But I guessed that in his nature there was one rift of diffidence, e 
had a quiet, comely wife and a couple of children - while Jago wo 
go home after dinner to his tormented shrew. Yet I guessed that, in 
time past, Crawford had been envious of Jago’s charm for women. 
Jago had never been frightened that he might not win love, c a 
always known, with the unconscious certainty of an attractive man, 
that it would come his way. It was an irony that it came m such a 
form; but he stayed confident with women, he was confident ot 
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love; in fact, it was that confidence which helped him to devote such 
tenderness and such loving patience upon his wife. Whereas Craw¬ 
ford as a young man had wondered in anguish whether any woman 
would ever love him. For all his contented marriage - on the surface 
so much more enviable thanjago’s - he had never lost that diffidence, 

and there were still times when he envied such men as Jago from the 
bottom of his heart. 
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Jago Walks Round the Court 

The evening after Winslow’s caucus, Broun asked me to join him 
and Chrystal, and when 1 went into Brown’s room, they were busy 
talking. Brown said to me: 

‘I suggested we should meet here because it’s a bit more private 

than the combination room. And I happen to have a glass of manzan- 

iUa waiting for you. We think it’s rather helpful to a bit of business. 

Brown gave me my glass, settled himself, and went on: 

T regard it as desirable to strike while the iron’s hot. 1 can t forgive 

myself for letting them snatch old Gay from in front of our noses. 

We must have our little lunch before we lose anyone else. 

‘I’m with you,’ said Chrystal. , ., R 

‘I think they’ve shown more enterprise than we have, said Brown, 

‘and we’ve got out of it better than we deserved. , . 

•if , were Crawford, I shouldn’t thank Winslow much, aid 
Chrystal. ‘He’s just run amok. He’s done them more harm dian 
gocxl. If Crawford had us to look after him, there d be no nee 

have an election. ,_ mrtv 

' Well,' said Brown, ' I shall be happier when we ve got our party 

round a lunch table. t • u l 

‘ We must make them speak.’ said Chrvstal. say 

‘You’ll preside,’ said Brown, ‘and you can make eseryone y 

that he’s supporting Jago.’^ 

‘Why should I preside?’ , . f p,^’ 

•That's your job. 1 regard you as the charrman o * ^ 

Brown smiled. 'And we ought to have tins luneh “ S “ d £ jn . . 

only remaining point is whom do we as . w “ tc j h •, | ct the 
he said to me - ‘that I haven’t been ennrely idle. I haven 

other side get away with everything. I think I ve got ustacc * 

We certainly ought to ask him to the lunch. He s never been 1**“^ 
interested to d,«e dungs, and he's not enormously 
I think I’ve got him. Put it another way: ifjago were b • 
politically -laving your presence. Eliot - l believe Eustace would sup- 

port him up to die hilt. As it is, I’m quite optimistic. 
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That only leaves young Luke,’ said ChrystaL ‘Everyone else has 
got tabs on them. So I reckon at present* 

‘Obviously we invite the other three, Pilbrow, Nightingale, and 
Roy Calvert said Brown. ‘The question is, Eliot whether we invite 
young Luke. I must say that I’m rather against it* 

He only needs a bit of persuasion,* Chrystal said sharply. ‘Either 
side could get him for the asking. He*s a child.’ 

In the months since Luke became a fellow, I had not got to know 
him, except as an observant, intelligent discreet, and sanguine face at 
hah and college meetings. Once I had walked round the garden with 
him for half an hour. 

‘I wonder whether you’re right* I said to Chrystal. ‘It may not be 
as easy as you think.’ 


‘Dead easy for us. Dead easy for Winslow,’ said ( 
T agree,’ said Brown. ‘I believe the Dean’s rieht 

•'TL. J 1 t i ... O 


ChrystaL 


4 & -* iA.ugyc uic i^ean $ ngnt* 

fl Vfl Wh> \ !“ Went 0a - <r ’ m *8"“' inviting him.’ His face was 
flushed, but stubborn and resolute. ’I want to say where I stand on 

this. I won t be a party to over-persuading Luke. He’s a young man,he’s 

not a permanency here yet, he’s got his way to make, and it would 

be a damned shame to hamper him. At the very best it won’t be easy 

for the college to keep him when his six years are up: we’ve eot one 

“«> i‘ "31 be hard Jrnake a Jc Z ZtZZ 

•fixture. (Roy Calvert and Luke were research fellows appointed for 

5*™? coUc 8 c ““Id keep them orlet 

di=m go. It was already taken for granted that a special place must be 

found for Roy Calvert.) ’I, stands to reason that Luke hTgotTotok 
TlZ YY ^ -endsts. they’re the ££ who 

lege is ever no’i ** *1 the | ? COplc who ’ ve 8 ot to make a case if the col- 
t^offendYou can’t blame him if he doesn’t want 

hey did, though n d 5tartcd “ ttc S0D ° f * dockyard hand, as that 

I ^ * 1 shouldn '' foci like taking 

Whic&^ e “ Y DOt r“ 8 '° P cn ” d ' lum ® «uke it 

■Look’ll “"“C 5 down on, I say that it isn’t for us to interfere.’ 

1 Getliffe is a very fair-minded man --’ 

-ullne^Lily^ T,”*." 0 ' sayb B ^ vot “g for Jago 

may fed ^ 3 SCra P of difference to Luke’s future. But he 
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‘You’ve got a point there,* said ChrystaL 

‘The furthest I feel inclined to go,’ said Brown, ‘is to send him a 
note saying that some of us have now decided to support Jago. I’U 
tell him we’re meeting on Sunday to discuss ways and means, but 
we’re not inviting people who still want time to make up their 
min ds.* 

'I’m sony to say,’ said Chrystal, ‘that I think you’re right’ 

There we left it for the evening. It was easier to understand their 
hold on the college, I thought when one saw their considerate good¬ 
nature, right in the middle of their politics. No one could run such a 
society' for long without a degree of trust That trust most of the col¬ 
lege had come to place in them. They were politicians, they loved 
power, at many points they play’ed the game only just within the 
rules. But they set themselves limits and did not cross them. They 
kept their word. And in human things, particularly with the young, 
they were uneasy unl ess they behaved in a fashion that was scrupulous 
and just. People were ready to believe this of Brown, but found it 
harder to be convinced that it was also true of his friend. They saw 
clearly enough that Chrystal was the more ruthless: they did not see 

that he was the more tender-hearted. 

In this particular instance, as it happened, they did not evoke the 
response that they deserved. Luke sat next to me in hall that night 
For a couple of nights past he had been less sanguine and bright-eyed 

than usual: I asked about his work. 

‘It seems to be describing a sine curve,’ he said. I had to recollect 

that a sine curve went up and down. , 

He went on: ‘Sometimes I think it’s all set Sometimes I think its 
as useless as the Great Pyramid. I’m in the second phase just now. 
I’m beginning to wonder if I shall ever get the wretched thing out 
He was depressed and irritable, and just then happened to hear 
Brown quietly inviting Roy’ Calvert to lunch in order to gbejago s 

campaign a proper start*. _ , 

‘What is all this?’ Luke asked me. ‘Is this the reply to Winslows 

meeting?’ 

‘Roughly',’ I said. 

‘Am I being asked?* 

‘I think,’ I said, ‘that Brown felt you hadn’t yet made up your 
mind.’ 


90 



Jago Walks Round the Court 

‘He hasn’t taken much trouble to find out,’ said Luke. ‘I’ll have it 
out with him afterwards.’ 

Passing round the wine in the combination room, he was quiet and 

deferential to the old men, as he always was. I was beginning to realize 

the check he imposed on his temper. An hour later, as Brown and j 

left the room and went into the court, Luke came rapidly behind us. 

‘Brown, why haven’t I been invited to this bloody caucus?’ 

It isn t quite a caucus, Luke. I was just going to write to ex¬ 
plain — * 

It s a meeting ofjago’s supporters, isn’t it? ’ 

One or two of us, said Brown, ‘have come to the conclusion that 
he s the right man . An A _ 9 

So have I. Why hasn’t someone spoken to me about it? Whv 

haven 11 been told?’ 7 

It was raining, and we had hurried through the court into the gate- 

SriT Brown w “ ° n ^ way homc ‘ We stood undcr *** e reat 

Why, to tell you the truth, Luke, we thought you might naturally 
want>m vote for Crawford. And we didn’t wan/to put'any pressure 

‘I’m buggered if I vote for Crawford,’ cried Luke. ‘You might 

• « \ more Ja8 ° would make ° nc 
best Masters this college has ever had.’ 

morc^T^ir ^ Sunday lunch in Brown’s rooms, once 

taste mnr^ g | mto <k“*ction again, dressed with a subfusc 

U K . “kvated than that of anyone there except Roy Calvert 

toTr'j i C “ thc * 8k« ofMonLdbct 

other l^fl^t h SU ' a '° n k e Cnd ° fthe *»“«. »d took thc 
TmtU ' WC had s, PP cd *c wine, Brown said contentedly: 

.bK m£T* °I y ° U 5CCm ;° ^ i( - 1 thought it was rather suil 

BroW ' dOD * mCCt f0r P ur P osc very frequently.’ 

of a classi^T™" WC j u W3yS modcst - ° ne had 3 “uplc of glasses 

W “ ^ - ““P‘ » A wlETS 

Hus si t«T “ T' WCrC 8athcrcd together for an evening, 
afterwards L * T bothmg with lunch but thc Montrachct, but 

mSSZ ^ of Clare, ‘I thought we need^ 

little discussion/ ni ^ an 8> sald Brown . before we started our 
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We were content after our lunch. Pilbrow was a gourmet, young 
Luke had the sensuous gusto to become one; Chrystal and Roy 
Calvert and 1 enjoyed our food and drink. Pilbrow was chuckling to 
himself. 

‘Much better than die poor old Achaeans-I distinguished 

among the chuckles. We asked what it was all about, and Pilbrow 
became lucid: 

‘I was reading the Iliad - Book XI - again in bed - Pramnian wine 
sprinkled with grated goat’s cheese - Pramnian wine sprinkled with 

grated goat’s cheese-Oh, can anyone imagine how horrible that 

must have been?’ 

Six of us went on enjoying our wine. Meanwhile Nightingale sat 
over a cup of coffee, envying us for our pleasure, trying to be polite 
and join in the party. 

In time Brown asked Chrystal whether we ought not to make a 
start with the discussion. There was the customary exchange of com¬ 
pliments between them: Chrystal wondered why he should act as 
chairman, when Brown himself was there: Brown felt the sense of 
the meeting required the Dean. At last, the courtesies over, Chrystal 
turned sharply to business. He wished us each to define our attitude 
to die Mastership, in order of seniority; he would wind up himself. So, 
sitting round the littered table after lunch, we each made a speech. 

Pilbrow opened, as usual over-rapidly. But his intention was clear 
and simple. He was sorry that Jago had some reactionary opinions: 
but he was friendly, he took great trouble about human beings, and 
Pilbrow would vote for him against Crawford. It was a notable 
speech for a man of seventy-four; listening with concentration, I was 
surprised how little he was attended to. Chrystal was spinning the 
stem of a glass between liis fingers; even Brown was not peering with 
acute interest. 

Brown was listened to by everyone. For the first time, he spoke his 
whole mind about Jago, and he spoke it with an authority, a con¬ 
viction, a round integrity, that drew us all together. Jago would make 
an outstandingly good Master, and his election w r ould be a fine days 
work for the college. Put it another way: if the college was mis¬ 
guided enough to elect Crawford, we should be down twice: once by 
getting a bad Master, once by losing a first-class one. And the second 
point was the one for us to give our minds to. 
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Nightingale made a circuitous attack on Crawford, in the course of 
which he threw doubts, the first time I had heard him or anyone else 
suggest them, on Crawford’s real distinction as a scientist. ‘ His work 
may be discredited in ten years, any work of his sort may be, and 
then the college would be in an awkward situation.’ The others round 
the table became puzzled and hushed, while Nightingale smiled. 

I developed Pilbrow’s point, and asked them what human qualities 
they thought they wanted in a Master. For myself, I answered: a 
disinterested interest in other people: magnanimity: a dash of roman¬ 
tic imagination No one could doubt Jago had his share of the last, I 
said, and got a laugh. I said that in my view he was more magnanim¬ 
ous than most men, and more interested in others. 

Roy Calvert took the same line, at greater length, more fancifully. 
He finished with a sparkle of mischief: ‘Lewis Eliot and I are trying 
to say that Jago is distinguished as a man. If anyone asks us to prove it, 

there s only one answer - just spend an hour with him. If that isn’t 
convincing it isn t our Emit - or Jago’s.* 

“° ” orc hc wa! sure J a S° would be a splendid 
' “ dth f h ' would vote for him in any circumstances. 

so^ch M f a " 0tC °° d,c back ° f “ envelope after each 

PSn«rib SUm “ UP ’ bn “ qUC ’ 8iviDg ** mual b™ »f im- 

panmee or di-temper. competent and powerfuL He had wanted to 

ZZT'T fir Wcrc prepared to commit themselves. 

Ud« he had misunderstood the statements, Brown. Nightingale. aTd 

Calvert J P ^ parcd to vote for J a 8° without qualifications; Eliot and 

S " 7 PM him ***“ “y ~" d ^* » f- mention^ 

2X^X2 ^ agaimt C ~ M 1 

V~nodS' Wa ' ClUnS Nlgh “ gal - N ° One 

“t f ti t ° ry “n far “ "t 80 ”'’ Said Ohrystal. Tm not 
brow and I think i 6 T ^ j? Spccch ’ 1 can go at least as fhr as Pil- 

my i *' Ell ? C and Calvcrt - for Jago 
to go the whole wav ^ y , °^ er names 1 ve heard. I’m not prepared 

idil candidate. 5 IV B “ W “ J 0 * ?«• 1 think Jago is an 
do.' “• Hc 5 not wcU “oogb known outside. But he'll 

He looked across the table at Brown. 
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‘There’s a majority for Jago in this room,’ he said. ‘I don’t think 
there’s anything more to do this afternoon.’ 

W e were al] stimulated, there was a glow of success and con¬ 
spirators excitement round the table. Brown and Chrystal told of the 
moves which had gone on before the present Master was elected. I 
learned for the first time that Jago had tried, in that election, to get 
together a party for Winslow. I asked whether they were remem ber- 

hadn’t got across each other so 
f were ever specially friendly, 
though, should you?’ he asked ChrystaL 

The talk kept to elections of past Masters. Pilbrow began to laugh. 

‘I’ve just thought — ’ then he added with complete clarity: ‘In my 
almost infinite period as a fellow, I’ve never even been mentioned as 
a possible candidate. And I’ve never taken the slightest useful part in 
getting one elected. That’s a long-distance record no one can ever 
beat.’ He went on laughing. He did not care. He was known, admired, 
loved all over Europe; he had great influence in letters; but nothing 
could make him effective at a college meeting. It was strange - and I 
thought again of Roy Calvert at the last meeting - that those two, 
both very natural men, should not be able to project themselves into 
a committee. Perhaps they were too natural. Perhaps, for influence in 
the affairs of solid men, one had to be able to send, as the Master said, 
the ‘old familiar phrases reverberating round’. Neither Pilbrow nor 
Roy Calvert could do that without laughing. To be an influence in 
any society, in fact, one can be a little different, but only a little; a 
little above one’s neighbours, but not too much. Pilbrow did much 
good, Roy Calvert was often selfless; but neither of them was humble 
enough to learn the language of more ordinary men. 

But, even if they had tried their hardest, neither of them could ever 
have been the power that Brown or Chrystal was. Groups of men, 
even small groups, act strangely differently from individuals. They 
have less humour and simpler humour, are more easy to frighten, 
more difficult to charm, distrust the mysterious more, and enjoy firm, 
flat, competent expositions which a man by himself would find in¬ 
excusably dull. Perhaps no group would ever let itself be guided by 
Roy Calvert. 

In the same way, the seven of us sitting at the table through the 
winter afternoon became more enthusiastic for Jago than any of us 


ing right. *Oh yes,’ said Brown, ‘they 
badly then. I shouldn’t have said the- 
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taken aJone: our pleasure was simple, our exhilaration intense. Even 
Nightingale caught it. We were together, and for an hour everyone 
surrendered to the excitement; Jago would win, we wanted Taco 
and all seemed bright. ° * 

The kitchen porters brought in tea at four o’clock. The excitement 
broke; we split into twos and threes; muffin in hand, Chrystal talked 
quiedy to me about Sir Horace’s visit a month hence. Then, as had 
bcoi arranged, Jago came into the room. 

‘Good afternoon, Dean. Good afternoon, Brown. You mustn’t 

let me interrupt. I expect you haven’t finished your business. I should 
be so sorry to interrupt’ 

He was restless with anxiety, and at his worst. Chrystal stood up, 
stiff and dominating If Jago was to be Master, he wanted it clear be- 

l^Sr^ti k d brOUghC k ab ° Ut * was hard, 

‘We’ve finished; Jago,’ he said. ‘I can tell you that we’ve had a 
satisfactory meeting. 

Just so,' said Roy Calvert, trying to soothe Jago’s nerves, 
mustnt ask about your secrets,’ said Jago. His smile was vivid 

V*T ^ a IuU * “ d Pilbr ^ about some old 

° fficC - WouJd hc hcI P about a refugee? W* 
he approachable? What was he like? b 

70 Ti Y UnMdrfict ^ according to 

consider soimd !' Ja ^ 0 * ^ Dcan “ d Br0WD I would 

w *•- -«»- 

noL7cS h 0 WC T" 1Uch °° different sides, we’re 

upset if_> 01DB 1 J ° b for a &ie “d. I should be very much 

brow.^’S 0 ^^ 8 ,! 1 ’ ll “ Mbr ™' ! refugee, and Pil- 
sdJ] ok cdg7«'“ t „ “ ** FOrdEn °®“- >80 was 

Did he know h!-, A htd Y v % g “ , t0 kcCp thc conversation alive. 
Did he know P-, * ^ P ~ } ~ ! Mactmdy, jago said no. 

' should ddXldaThTfc/n 8 °' r °° P ~ d “ r Eustace, 

a minister’s private life I * C mCt bc as ^ e< * advicc about 
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He stayed in that vein, at his most flamboyant, until the party 
broke up. Roy Calvert and Brown knew the reason, and Roy, ai 
though in fun, actually in kindness, laughed at him as if it were a casual 
tea-party and gave Jago die chance to score off him in reply. Jago 
took it, and amused us, especially Nightingale, with his jokes at Roy's 
expense. But the anxiety returned, and with it his flow of extrava¬ 
gance. Chrystal did not respond much, and went away early; then 
Pilbrow and Luke. Nightingale seemed to be enjoying himself, andl 
began to listen to the quarters, each rime they chimed outside. So 
long as he stayed, Jago could not ask. 

At last he went. The door closed behind him, and Jago turned to 
Arthur Brown with a ravaged look. 'Well?’ 

‘Well,’ said Brown comfortably, ‘if the election had been this 
afternoon, you would have got in nicely.’ 

‘Did everyone here — ’ 

‘Everyone you’ve seen said that, as tilings stood at present, they 

were ready to vote for you.’ t 

‘That’s wonderful.’Jago’s face lit up the room. That s wonderful. 

His smile was still radiant, but became gentler as he added: 

‘I’m touched to think of dear old Eustace Pilbrow throwing away 
his prejudices and being ready to support me. I don t suppose we vc 
agreed on a single public issue since I became a fellow. We vc 
agreed on everything two men could disagree on. Yet he is willing to 

do this for me.’ , 

‘You ought to be touched about young Luke, said Brown. e * 
die most enthusiastic supporter you’ve got. And he s acting against 
his own interests.’ 

‘Ah, I think I’m better with young men than with people my own 
age.’ He added with a flash of extraordinary' directness and simp city. 
‘I don’t have to show ort to dicin, you see. 

Roy caught my eye. Idis smile was sharp. 

Then Brown spoke: .. 

‘ I don't want to be a skeleton at the feast, because I ve been fee g 
very gratified myself, but I diink it would be remiss not to remin 
you that the tiling’s still open.’ Brown setded himself to gi ve a 
caution. ‘You oughtn’t to let yourself think that were comp c *y 
home. If the election had come off to-day, as I told you, you wo 
be Master. But you realize diat diesc people can t give a formal 
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pledge, and one or two actually made qualifications. I don’t think 
they were important qualifications, but you mustn’t think it’s abso- 
lutely cut-and-dried. The picture might just conceivably alter -1 don’t 

think it s at all likely, but it might - before things happen to the pres¬ 
ent Master as they must.’ r 

But you re satisfied?’ said Jago. ‘Are you satisfied? Will you tell 
me that? 7 

Brown paused, and said deliberately: 

‘ Assummg that the college was bound to be rather split, I consider 
thirds couldn t look much healthier than they do to-day.’ 

streS, a ed S h? UJtC 8 rt* CD ° Ush for mC *’ >8° * i «M in peace, and 
stretched his aims like a man yawning. He smiled at the three of us. 

very grateful. I needn t tell my friends that, I think.’ 

e left us, and we stood up and walked towards the window It 
was a clear winter evening, the sky still bright in the west The limn, 

inquisitive smilr f 9 *° mc * his wise, 

if you’ll believe me' ^ But - 

though having actLly been £ro ug h ImTve Z17 '71 

more certain than this one dn~ r^A? J , e Sccn elections look 

I w, beginning « watch rto g! T 7° unsn “±-’ 

‘You see ™d S R r „ri . 8 ? Wa ^ sWl >' round «bc court 
Pilbrow doesn’t co^for £ ‘™ b * our party, 

and Eliot hasn’t Iw-n k„.. i ™ U . y° u rc too young. Rov 

*“ ri 8 ht . but we could d/widfabit mon' Td°“'Chrystal and 1 are 
way: suppose another candidate cmn ° *c ^ wc, 8^ lt * Put h another 
able to the influential Dconlr r. fk U ^’ ^ omcone w ho was accept- 

able that ChryrS wo^trw?Lt’t rSide ' V** k **J« 
covered hinuelf ££ £ ?°" "*** «*». he 
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•"feb the eombinidon room UhLe” ""“h P“‘ the door of the 
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his usual active, jerky step. He began to walk round again, and as he 
turned we saw his face. It was brilliant with joy. He looked at the 
grass as though he were feeling: 'my grass \ He trod on the path, and 
then strayed, for the love of it, on the cobbles; 'my path, my cobbles’. 
He stood for a long moment in the middle of the court, and gazed 
round him in exaltation: 4 my college’. 

He glanced at die lighted window in the Lodge, and quickly 
turned his head away. 

He looks happy, doesn’t he?’ said Arthur Brown, in a steady, 
affectionate, protective tone. ‘He takes everything so much to heart 
I only hope we manage to get him in.’ 
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Progress of an Illness 


The light in the Master’s bedroom shone over the court each night* 
the week passed, and we still had to pay our visits, talking of next 

*?° W SOOn “ wou]d bc he could come 

into hall. Chrystal could not bear it, and made some ill-tempered 

excuse for not going into the lodge. Hearing the excuse and talcing it 

at its face value, Lady Munel was contemptuous: ‘I always knew he 

w “ common,’ Roy Calvert reported her as saying. 

6om°wh ad b l COmC mains,a y- He was the only man 

from whom she would ask for help. It fell to him to spend hours at 

ntcl udv M ,' kCe r 8 UP ' hC dc “P*» - Awards to 

t with Lady Munel in the great drawing-room, listening to doubts 
and sorrows that she could never manage to articulate. 

Roy loved them both, and did it for love, but he was be inn worn 

C-JSar ’“T W0uld have been ncrvc ~ ra cking; for 
he who had to watch the^T aWay ’ “T“ dan S crous - But it was 

=a Jti 

thinking oft^dv “ Z “ could not help 

atdrecostofagZfoT'rb M Want a°c bc “ Vcd cmba ™sment even 
selfishness whfch ^ d ^ wife - Theirs was healthy 

- sssz 
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himself need no longer screw up his self-control before he went into 
the Lodge. Even Brown wanted her to tell him - but not before the 
feast, with everything arranged to receive Sir Horace Timbcrlake. As 
Brown said, with his usual lack of humbug: ‘It can’t make things 
worse for the Master if we have the feast. And we may not find an¬ 
other chance of getting Sir Horace down. So I do hope Lady Murid 
doesn’t have to break the news dll afterwards.’ 

As the day of the feast came near, that hope became strong all over 
the college. Some of us were ashamed of it; one’s petty selfishnesses 
arc sometimes harder to face than major sins. Yet we did not want to 
have to cancel the feast. As though by common consent, although we 
did not discuss it, not a hint was dropped in the Lodge. They were 
not likely to have remembered the date, or to have heard of Sir 
Horace’s visit. We were too much ashamed to mention it. Lady 
Muriel must be left, we thought, to choose her own rime. 

The feast was fixed for Shrove Tuesday, and on the Sunday before 
I met Joan Royce in the court, both of us on our way to the Jagos for 
tea. She made a pretext for bringing in Roy’s name with the first 
words she spoke: and I thought how we had all done the same, in 
love. 

The Jagos kept open house for fellows at Sunday tea-time, but 
when we arrived they were still alone. Mrs Jago welcomed us with a 
greater assumption of state than ever: she had been telling herself that 
no one wished to see her, that Jago’s house was deserted because of 
her. In return, she mounted to great heights of patronage towards 
Joan and me. 

Jago was patiently chaffing her - he was too patient, I thought - as 
he handed us our cups. The tea, like all die amenities which Mrs Jago 
chose, was the best in college; her taste was as fine as Brown s, though 
not as rich. Joan, who was not domesticated but enjoyed her food, 
asked her about some shortbread. Mrs Jago was feeling too umbrage 
to take die question as a compliment. But then, by luck, Joan admired 
die china. 

‘Ah, that was one of our wedding-presents,’ said Mrs Jago. 

‘I suppose,’ said Joan thoughtfully, ‘there arc some arguments in 
favour of a formal wedding.’ 

Mrs Jago forgot her complaint, and said with businesslike vigour. 

‘Of course dicrc are. You must never diink of anything else. 
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‘She means/ said Jago, ‘that you’ll miss the presents.* 

Mrs Jago laughed out loud, quite happily: 

‘Well, they were very useful to us, and you can't deny it/ 

To tell you the truth,’ said Joan, ‘I was thinking the same myself.* 
Jago’s eyes were glinting with sadistic relish. 

You two! he said. ‘You pretend to like books. But you can’t <»et 
away from your sex, neither of you. How dreadfully realistic women 


They both liked it. They liked being bracketed together, the ageing 

malcontent and the direct, fierce girl. They were both melted by 

him, his wife, for all her shrewishness, still could not resist him, and 
Joan smiled as she did for Roy. 

Thcn ,^ wo ™ c f smiIcd at each other with a curious tender¬ 
ness, and Mrs Jago asked gently and naturally about the Master’s state, 
is he in any pain? 

No, none at all. Nothing more than discomfort sometimes/ 

I m relieved to hear that,’ said Mrs Jago. 

Joan said: 

•He’s losing weight each day. And he’s getting a little weaker Mv 
-her knows that the troth oughtn’t be IptTo^' £ 

jWben will she tell him?* 

'Almost at once.’ 

;it mur, be a terrible thing to do.’ said Mrs Jago. 

^•C^hnr^tSd^^r ^ had “> Id ^ 

'*%£?£** ^ ~ -ugh ^ "" 

wmw f ty, I w/tSlI knew ^ ^ When 1 

op v^L'tlp *** ^ gibe. ’Men grow 

»ow V S/twTnS^’ri E ht her - ‘ BUt 6rOWn “P -ough 

S He shouldhave P toldCfdH°’ U *" ”” " yOUr moth “» 
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‘I should be surer of your courage,’ said Jago, ‘than I should of my 
own.’ 

She smiled, simply and winningly. ‘I hope I should be all right,’ she 
said. 

Perhaps she would always rise, I wondered, to the great crises of 
their life. I wondered it still, after Joan left suddenly to go to a party and 
Mrs Jago was once more affronted. When Joan had gone out, Jago said: 

‘There’s fine stuff in that young woman. I wish she didn’t look so 
sulky. But there’s wonderfully fine stuff in her.’ 

‘I dare say there is,’ said Mrs Jago. ‘But she must lcam not to show 
that she’s so bored with her entertainment.’ 

‘It’s ten to one that she’s going to this party on the off-chance that 
Roy Calvert will be there,’ I said. 

‘I hope she gets him,’ said Jago. ‘She would supply everything he 

lacks.* ^ 

‘No woman ought to get him,’ cried Mrs Jago. ‘He’s too attractive 

to be tamed.’ 

Jago frowned, and for a second she was pleased. Then she began to 
nag. She had been cherishing snubs all afternoon, and now she let 
them out. Lady Muriel, cried Mrs Jago, was too much a snob, was too 
much above the wives of the fellows, for anyone like herself to know 
the inside of the Lodge. 

She could not very well ask Joan: but how did Jago expect her to 
make plans for furnishing it ready for them to move in? 

It was then I wondered again how she would rise to the great 

moments. 

‘I can’t think, Paul,’ she was saying, ‘how you can expect me o 
have the Lodge fit to live in for six months after we move. I shall be 
a burden on you in the Lodge anyway, but I want a fair chance to get 

the place in order. That’s the least I can do for you. 

It would be awkward if she spoke in that vein to others, I oug 
as I walked back to my rooms. Nodiing •would give more ° cnCC ’ 
nodiing was more against the rules of that society’: I ded rown, 
as manager ofjago’s caucus, must know at once. As I was g m ’ 
he flushed. ‘That woman’s a confounded nuisance, he said, or onoe 
he showed real irritation. Jago would have to be wame , ut o 
subjects it was the one where Jago was least approachab e. m 
tremcly vexed,’ said Brown. 
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His composure had returned when he and Chrystal called on me 
after hall. 

‘It’s nothing to do with the Mastership,’ he said affably. ‘Wejust 
want to make sure that we’ve got everything comfortable for Sir 
Horace.' 

‘ Can you give us a line on his tastes ** ’ said Chrystal. 

We noticed last time that he took an intelligent interest in his 
dirmcr, said Brown. ‘We thought you might have picked up some 
points that we missed.’ 

They were competent and thorough. They took as much trouble 
over putting up Sir Horace as over die campaign for the Mastership. 
No detail was too trivial for them to attend to. I could not help at all: 
anything I could have told them they had docketed and acted on 

already. Chrystal asked me to have Sir Horace to breakfast on the 
Wednesday morning. 

‘He’ll have got tired of our faces by then,' he said. ‘I want him to 
feel he s moving about without us following him.’ He gave his tough 
smile. But I don’t intend him to get into the wrong hands.’ 

‘Winslow was asking,’ said Brown, ‘whether Sir Horace was down 
for any particular purpose. And if not why we should upset the scat- 
mg arrangements for the feast. He wondered whether we had mis¬ 
taken Sir Horace for a person of distinction.’ 

‘Window is amusing.’ said Chrystal. He made the word sound 

snmter. Anyway, he added, things arc pretty well tied up for Sir 
rioracc now. r 

h ‘ 1[ Zr tlUt said Brown - 'There are forty-eight 

ve™™ 8 ' y ' “ d dlC * h “ rJ ^ wasn’t 

I told them what Joan had said that afternoon 
.. I „ “ n0tr f ad >' t0 “y we’ve got Sir Horace down here,' said Brown. 

und see the feast begin and him sitting at table.’ ^ 

It s lamentable,’ said Chrystal 

d T ?*** 1 SaW ****** -me 

kccp l orl '7 u *' Pa ! e “ d * * strained effort to 

hinfintruding Th*’ 8 ° otl ' m S ht to mc < and asked if I minded 

•I , ^ tc addressed himself to Brown. 
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4 Ah well,’ said Brown, ‘you’ve found me now.* 

‘Is it anything private?’ I said. ‘We can easily leave you together.’ 
‘It may be private,’ said Nightingale. ‘But it’s nothing that Chrystal 
and you won’t know.’ 

He had sat down, and leant over the arm of his chair towards 
Brown and Chrystal. 

‘I want to find out,* he said, 'how the offices will go round, once 
Jago is Master.’ 

Chrystal looked at him, and then at Brown. There was a pause. 
‘Well, Nightingale,’ said Chrystal, ‘you know as much as we do.’ 
‘No, not quite,’ said Nightingale. 

‘You know as much as we do, Nightingale,’ Chrystal repeated. 
‘The only office that can possibly be affected is a tutorship. You know 
as well as we do that tutors arc appointed by the Master. 

‘You’re only telling me pieces out of the statutes,’ said Nightingale. 
‘I can read them for myself.’ 

‘I’m telling you die position.’ 

‘I know all about that. Now I want to know how everything has 
been arranged behind the scenes,’ Nightingale smiled, with the dread¬ 
ful suspiciousness of the unworldly: it is die unworldly who see neat, 
black, conscious designs hidden under all actions. 

‘I take you up on diat. Nightingale,’ said Chrystal, but Brown in¬ 
terrupted him. 

‘If Jago becomes Master, as we hope, you’ll find that he 11 have a 
completely open mind about die appointment. Not a word has en 

said - eidier by him or anyone else. 

‘That’s the fact,’ said Chrystal. ‘The normal practice is for the 

Master to ask for advice — ’ 

‘I know all about that,’ said Nightingale again. 

‘But he needn’t follow it.’ Chrystal’s temper was very near break¬ 
ing. ‘I’ve known cases where it wasn’t followed. If you re asking me 
what Jago will do, I can only tell you what I think. It won t take you 
very far. I assume he will make Brown Senior Tutor. That docsn t 
need saying. For the other tutor he’ll have to look round. 

‘No, it doesn’t need saying,’ said Nightingale, looking at Brown. 
‘It would be an outrage if it did need saying. Anyone in his senses 
would offer Brown that job if he had die chance, 1 burst out ang y« 
For a moment Nightingale was quiet. Then he said: 

104 



Progress of an Illness 

‘IT] take your word for it that the other tutorship isn’t ear-marked 
yet. I want you to know that I expect to be considered for it mysclfi* 
We looked at him. He went on: 

‘I’m a long way senior of all the people without offices in this 

college. Except for Crawford who doesn’t need them. I’ve been done 

out of every office since I was elected. I want to prevent it happening 
again. & 

Brown said, knowing that he had to be soothed: 

‘I’m sure you can be absolutely certain that Jago will consider you 
very seriously. Put it another way: your standing in the college means 
that you re bound to be the first person considered. So now I 

‘ TV WC ^ the Vacanc y has rcaJJ y happened.* 

I ve been fobbed off like that before.’ said Nightingale. ‘It’s too 
vague by half. ° 

‘No one can be any more definite,' said Chrvstal crisply. 

N 'S h -Salc asked, half- 

It is,’ said Chrystal. 

*1 don’t think anyone could possibly go any farther/ said Brown, 
anxious to conciliate him. We couldn’t conceivably commit Jagohi 

wh^r^/r \° U SCC that “ <3UitC unrcas °nab^. If; 

t^we“e t ™ 8ht fcd " C ‘f Cd do >' V°^can rest assured 

Zt voniu P"*™* OVerlook y 0 ” claim - «n guarantee 
P“ 11 rec “« “ absolutely fair hearing.’ 8 

It s not good enough,’ said Nightingale. 

I m sorry,* said Chrvstal. 

Tm 

extreme 

sfbly do.’ i- V¥llrfl more we can pos- 

‘I see what I can do.* 

*'What’s that?’ 
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Commemoration oj Benefactors 


I woke early next morning, and lay listening to the series of quarter 
chimes, thinking of die alignment in the college. The parties had 
stayed constant since the two caucus meetings: no one had changed 
sides, aldiough Francis GctlifTe and Winslow had made an attempt 
to seduce Eustace Pilbrow. That was the only open attempt at per¬ 
suasion so far made. Roy Calvert and I had wanted to have a go 
at old Gay, but Brown said wait. Both sides, in fact, were hold¬ 
ing back; it was taken for granted that one or two in each caucus 
were waverers, but it was not yet time to attack them. In secret, 
Brown felt content because Pilbrow had been approached too 
early. 

But, from the beginning, Nightingale had been our weakest spot 
Waiting for Bidwell to announce nine o’clock that morning, I 
doubted whether we should ever hold him. How could one handle 
him in his present state? Last night he had wanted a promise. He 
would not be satisfied with less. 

Looking down into the court after breakfast, I saw Jago walking 
through. I thought he should be warned at once, and so went down 
to meet him. I asked if he had seen Nightingale recently. He said no, 


and asked me why. 

‘He’s coming to see you,’ I said. 

‘What for?' 

‘He wants you to promise that, when you become Master, youll 


offer him die tutorship.’ 

Jago’s face was shadowed with anger: but, before he had done 
more than curse, we heard a tapping from one of die ground-fioor 

windows. It was Brown beckoning us in. 

He was standing in the bedroom of die set which the college use 
for guests. There was a fire burning in die grate, and he had put some 
books on the bedside table. One of diem was a large history of the 
college, and another a volume of reminiscences of Cambridge in the 

eightcendi century. 

‘What ever are you doing. Brown?’ said Jago. 
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‘I’m just seeing that things are ready for Sir Horace to-morrow 
night.’ 

Jago exclaimed. 

, ‘ ] dlink k ’ s a mistake to have it too luxurious.’ Brown explained. 
People like Sir Horace might get a wrong idea. They might think 
wc weren’t completely poverty stricken. So one’s got to be careful. 

decent/^ D ° ^ ^ 1116 r °° m “ reasonabl y 

‘You oughtn’t to be doing it,’ said Jago. Angry at the news of 

Nightingale, his hurt pnde broke out here. ‘The college oughtn’t to 

be an antiquarian hotel for wealthy men. And I don’t like seeing them 
waited on by their betters.’ & 

i G a° d v J sakc j don ’ t teIJ Chrystal that,' Brown said quickly 
looking flushed and troubled. ‘I don’t mind. I’m always rLy to 

^pt dungs. But some people arai’t. I don’t mind what you think 
of Sir Horace, though mark you I m quite convinced you’re wrong 

mLTt y ° U 7 CrC n ' 8ht ’ 1 ShOUld ** P rc P^ » ™ the instru- 
ments that providence puts m our hands.’ He smiled at Jago with 

^^o£x /h way> 1 was eoin8 to ^ to y° u ** ™rning 
about another of those mtruments - actually our friend Nightingale^ 

^1 vejust mentioned it, I said. b ^ 

I ve never heard of such insolence,’Jago said fiercely. 

You must be statesman-like,’ said Brown. 

He s the last person I should think of making tutor ’ 

•r ^ir^:r der 11 ^ ^ «*• 

1whicb we afford just a , pres^ " ’ md,gna00n “ 
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4 1 couldn’t do it without giving up my practice in London,’ I said. 
‘And 1 can’t afford to do that yet.’ 

‘It’s going to be difficult,’ saidjago. 

‘Don’t meet trouble half-way,’ said Brown, settling down to give 
a caution. * We can cross that bridge when we come to it. And I know 
you won’t take it amiss if I say something that’s been rather on my 
mind. It would be quite fatal to give people the impression that the 
Mastership was a foregone conclusion.’ 

‘I’m sorry’. I’ll be very careful,’ saidjago with an easy, repentant 
smile. 

‘And you won’t mind my saynng one more thing. Will you make 
sure that everyone connected with you is careful too? 

Jago’s smile left him on the instant. He stiffened, and replied with 
a dignity that was unfriendly, lofty, and remote: 

‘I am already sure of that.’ 

Soon he went away and Brown gave me a rueful look. 

‘Confound the woman. We can only hope that he 11 talk to her in 
private. People do make things difficult for themselves. When 1 talk 
about the instruments of providence, and then think of Nightingale 
and that woman, I must say that I sometimes feel we might have had 
better luck. It’s not going to be an easy row to hoc, is it?’ He looked 
round the room again, and marshalled the books in a neat line. 

‘Ah well,’ he said, ‘I think I’ve got things shipshape for Sir Horace. 
I fancied it might encourage him if he read a bit about the history ot 
the college. Always provided that we get him here. 1 suppose there s 

no fresh news from the Lodge this morning? 

There was, in fact, no fresh news that day. On the mommg o 
Tuesday, die day of die feast, we learned diat the Master had saU no 
been told. Sir Horace had arrived by car at tea time. Brown told me 
in the evening, just as I was beginning to dress. I think it s ng 
said Brown. ‘I dunk it’s reasonably certain now diat we shaU g 

safely through die feast.’ 

He added that Jago had so far contrived to evade Nightingale. 

The chapel bell began to peal at a quarter past six. From my win¬ 
dow I saw die light over die chapel door bright against the February 
dusk. Some of the fellows were already on their way to die service 
This was the commemoration of benefactors, and in the urues 
only service in the year to which most of the fellows went. 
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Commemoration of Benefactors 

That change, like many others in the college, had been sharp and 
yet not paraded. In Gay’s young days, the fellows were clergymen 
who went to chapel as a matter of course; chapel was part "of the 
routine of their lives, very much like hall. Sixty years after, most of 
the fellows were agnostics of one kind or another. Dcspard-Smith 
officiated at the ordinary services in chapel, die Master went regularly. 
Brown and Chrystal at times. Many of us attended only at com¬ 
memoration. I put a gown over my tail-coat, and went myself that 

Everyone was there except the doctrinaire unbelievers, Winslow 
and Franas Gethffe. By Roy Calvert’s side stood Luke, who would 
have liked to keep away and was there simply not to offend. Craw- 
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inexorable length, sandwiched between a great estate and the patron¬ 
age of the college’s most valuable living. It was strange to hear those 
names and to know that some of the benefactors had listened to the 
beginning of that higgledy pigglcdy list and had wished their own 
names to follow. I thought how the sound of ‘Next, - - , twelfth 
Master, who left to the college five hundred pounds, together with his 
collection of plate would affect Jago that night - Jago, who was 
sitting there with the threat of Nightingale still on his mind 

But die only response I actually heard was from Gay, who at the 
end, as wc went into the ante-chapel, said resoundingly: 

‘Ah. I congratulate you, Despard. A splendid service, splendid. I 
particularly liked that lesson “Let us now praise famous men”. Per¬ 
haps we hear slightly too much nowadays about praising the obscure. 
Often very fine people in their way, no doubt, but they shouldn’t get 
all die praise.’ 

In little groups we hurried through the rain to the combination 
room. Some of our guests were already waiting there, and they asked 
about the Master, for that news was all round Cambridge. In the 
gossipy closeness of the university, other high tables kept hearing on 
and off about the progress of the illness and the choice of his successor. 

‘No change,’ said Chrystal sharply to the room. ‘They’ve not told 
him yet. They can’t avoid it soon.’ 

The combination room was becoming crowded, and men were 
pushing past us, sherry glass in hand, to get a sight of the order of 
seating. I had already seen it; it was unfamiliar, simply because 
Chrystal had insisted that Sir Horace must sit at the principal table. 
Winslow had already seen it also; but he came in late that evening, 
and studied it again with a sour face. 

Chrystal plucked him by the gown. 

‘Winslow, may I introduce Sir Horace Timberlakc?’ 

‘If you please. If you please.’ 

Winslow greeted Sir Horace with his usual sarcastic courtesy. The 
conversation spurted and floundered. Sir Horace turned uneasily to 
the chapel service. 

‘I was very much impressed by your service, Mr Winslow. There 
was nothing showy about it, you know what I meant 

‘Indeed?’said Winslow. 

‘I thought the chapel was very fine,’ Sir Horace persisted. ‘Its a 
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very good bit of eighteenth-century panelling you’ve got - I suppose 
it must be eighteenth century, mustn’t it?' 

Im sure you re right. Sir Horace,’ said Winslow. 'But you’re 

bound to be a far better authority than I am. I’ve only been inside the 
chapel to elect masters.’ 

Immediately after, Winslow asked Sir Horace to excuse him, so 
that he could join his guest, who had just arrived, together with Pil- 
brow and his French writer. Sir Horace looked downcast. 

JfS° ^ not “ter the combination room until just on eight o’clock. 
Although he had a guest with him, the Master of another college. 
Nightingale approached him at once. I heard him say: ‘I should like 

a word with you to-night, Jago.’Jago replied, his tone over-fHendly, 
upset, ovcr-considerate: 7 

‘I’m.extremely sorry. I’m up to the cars with work. I’m completely 
booked for to-mght He paused, aud I heard him go on unwillLJ 
Perhaps we could fiat something for to-morrowt* X 
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Negotiations After a Feast 


The wall lights in the hall were turned off for the feast, and the tables 
were lit by candles. The candle light shone on silver salts, candlesticks, 
great ornamental tankards, and on gold cups and plates, all arranged 
down the middle ol the tables. Silver and gold shone under the flicker¬ 
ing light; as one looked above the candlesticks, the linen fold was half 
in darkness and the roof was lost. 

In order to seat Sir Horace as Chrystal insisted, Winslow had been 
brought down from the high table, and so had Pilbrow and Pilbrow’s 
French writer. I sat opposite Winslow and started to talk across the 
table to the Frenchman. He was, as it turned out, very disappointing. 

I recalled die excitement with which I heard Pilbrow was bringing 
him, and the cultural snobbery with which we had piqued Chrystal 
and dismissed Sir Horace. How wrong we were. An evening by 
Sir Horace’s side would have been far more rewarding. 

The Frenchman sat stolidly while Pilbrow had a conversational 
fling. ‘Pomograms,’ Pilbrow burst out. ‘An absolutely essential 
word - Two meanings. Somediing written, as in telegram. Some¬ 
thing drawn, as in diagram.’ The Frenchman was not amused, and 
went on talking like a passage from his own books. 

But, if he did not enjoy himself, others made up for it. All through 
the feast we heard a commentary from Gay, who sat at the end of the 
high table, not far away from us. 

‘Oysters? Excellent. You never did relish oysters, did you, Des- 
pard? Waiter, bring me Mr Dcspard-Smith’s oysters. Capital. I re¬ 
member having some particularly succulent oysters in Oxford one 
night when they happened to be giving me an honorary degree. Do 
you know, those oysters slipped down just as though they were taking 
part in die celebration.’ 

He did not follow' our modem fashion in wines. Champagne was 
served at feasts, but it had become the habit to pass it by and drink the 
hocks and moselles instead. Not so Gay. ‘There s nodiing like a glass 
of champagne on a cold winter n:glit. I ve always felt better tor a 
glass of champagne. All. Let me see. I’ve been coming to these feasts 
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now for getting on for sixty years. I’m happy to say I’ve never missed 
a feast through illness, and I’ve always enjoyed my glass of cham¬ 
pagne.’ 

He kept having his glass filled, and addressed not only the end of 
his own table, but also ours. 

‘My saga-men never had a meal like this. Grand old Njal never 
had such a meal. My saga-men never had a glass of champagne. It was 
a very hard, dark, strenuous life those men lived, and they weren’t 
afraid to meet their fates. Grand chaps they were. I’m glad I’ve been 
responsible for making thousands of people realize what grand chaps 
they were. Why, when I came on the scene, they were almost un¬ 
known in this country. And now, if a cultivated man docs not know 
as much about them as he knows about the heroes of the Iliad, he’s 
an ignoramus. You hear that, Despardt You hear that, Eustace! I 
repeat, he’s an ignoramus.’ 

We sat a long time over the port and claret, the fruit and coffee and 
agars. There were no speeches at all. At last - it was nearly half-past 
ten - we moved into the combination room again. Roy Calvert was 
starting some concealed badinage at the expense of Crawford and 
Despard-Smith. Like everyone else, he was rosy, bright-eyed, and full 
of wcU being. Like everyone except Nightingale, that is: Nightingale 
had brought no guest, was indifferent to food, and always hated 
drinking or seeing others drink. He stood in the crush of the combina¬ 
tion room, looking strained in the midst of the elation. Winslow 
came up to Gay, who was making his way slowly - the press of men 
parted in front of him — to his special chair. 

‘Ah, Winslow. What a magnificent feast this has been !’ 

Axe you going to congratulate me on itt’ asked Winslow. 
Certainly not,’ sard Gay. ‘You gave up being Steward a great 
number of years ago. I shall congratulate tire man responsible for this 

, L Gcdiffc is our P^cnt steward. That's the man. Where 
“ Getlme! I congratulate him. Splendid work these young scientists 
do, splendid. b 

Chrystal and Brown did not mean to stay long in the combination 
room: it was dme to get down to business. They caught Jago’s eye 

and mine We said good-bye to our guests, and followed the other* 
ana Sir Horace up to Brown’s rooms. 

I wonder,’ said Brown, after he had established Sir Horace in a 
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chair by the fire, ‘if anyone would like a little brandy? I always find 
it rather settling after a feast.’ 

When each of us had accepted our drink. Sir Horace began to talk: 
but he was a long time, a deliberately long rime, in getting to the 
point. First of all, he discussed his ‘nephew*, as he called young Tim- 
bcrlake, who was actually his second cousin. 

I want to thank all you gentlemen, and particularly Mr Brown, 
for what you ve done for the boy. I’m very grateful for all your care. 
I know he’s not first class academically, and dicre was a time when it 
worried me, but now I’ve realized that he’s got other qualities, you 
know what I mean ? ’ 

‘I don’t think you need worry about him,’ said Broun. 

‘He’s an extremely good lad,’ said Jago, overdoing it a little. 
'Everyone likes him. It’s a miracle that he’s not hopelessly spoiled.’ 

‘I’m interested to hear you say that,’ said Sir Horace. ‘I haven’t got 
the slightest worry on that account. I’ve always been certain about his 
character. I saw that his mother took all the trouble she could about 
his education in that respect.’ 

‘I’m sure that we all regard him as doing you the greatest credit, 
said Brown. 

‘ And speaking with due respect as a stupid sort of person in front 
of first-class minds, character does count, don’t you agree with me?’ 

‘There are times. Sir Horace,’Jago broke out, ‘when I think young 
men like your nephew are our most valuable products. The first-class 
man can look after himself. But the man of personality who isn t 
much interested in learning - believe me, they’re often the salt of the 
earth.’ 

‘I’m glad to hear you say that, Dr Jago.’ 

So it went on. Sir Horace pursued the subjects of his nephew, edu¬ 
cation, character versus intelligence, the advantages of the late devel¬ 
oper, die necessity of a good home background, enthusiastically and 
exhaustively. Jago was his chief conversational partner, though 
Brown now and then put in a bland, emollient word. Chrystal tried 
once or twice to make the conversation more practical. 

‘I must apologize for the old chap I introduced to you, said 
Chrystal. 

‘Mr Winslow?’ said Sir Horace, who did not forget names. 

‘Yes. He’s one of our liabilities. He’s impossible. By the way, he s 
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the Bursar, and if he weren’t so impossible we should have asked him 
to meet you. In case we had a chance of continuing where we left 
off last time.’ 

‘Every organization has its difficult men, you know,’ Sir Horace 
replied. ‘It’s just the same in my own organization. And that’s why* 
- he turned to Jago - ‘I do attach the greatest importance to these 
uni versities turning out - - ’ Indefatigahly he continued to exhaust the 
subject of education. I wanted to sec Brown and Chrystal successful, 
wanted to go to bed, but I was also amused. Sir Horace was showing 
no effects of wine; he was tireless and oblivious of time. He was as 
much a master of tactics as Brown and Chrystal, and he was used to 
men trying to pump him for money. It was like him to cloud his 
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‘I think you said, Mr ChrystaJ, that you needed financial help with 
no conditions attached to it. So that you could develop along your 
own lines. Well, I ve been turning that over in my min d I dare say 
you’ve thought about it more deeply than I have, but I can’t help fe$l- 
ing that some people wouldn’t be prepared to exert themselves for 
you on those terms. You know what I mean? Some people might be 
inclined to see if financial help could be forthcoming, but would be 
put off at just making it over to you for general purposes. Do you 
agree with me or don’t you?’ 

Brown got in first: 

* I’m sure I should be speaking for the college in saying that it would 
be foolish - it would be worse than that, it would be presumptuous - 
only to accept money for general purposes. But you see. Sir Horace, 
we have suffered quite an amount from benefactions which are tied 
down so much that we can’t really use them. We’ve got the income 
on ^20,000 for scholarships for the sons of Protestant clergymen in 
Galway. And that’s really radier tantalizing, you know/ 

‘I sec that,’ said Sir Horace again. ‘But let me put a point of view 
some people might take. Some people - and I think 1 include myself 
among them - might fancy that institutions like this are always 
tempted to put too much capital into bricks and mortar, do you know 
what I mean? We might feel that you didn’t need to put up a new 
building, for instance.’ 

‘It’s the go-ahead colleges who arc building,’ said Chrvstal. ‘Take 
some examples. There arc two colleges whose reputation is going up 
while we stay flat — ’ 

Chrystal showed great deference to Sir Horace, a genuine humble 
deference, but he argued crisply. Just as Sir Horace’s tactics formed 
behind a cloud of vague words, Chrystal’s and Brown’s were hidden 
in detail. Sharp, precise, confusing details were their chosen weapon. 


Complete confidence in the value of the college: their ability to treat 
Sir Horace as the far more gifted man, but at the same time to rely on 
the absolute self-confidence of die college as a society: their practice 
at handling detail so that any course but their own became impossible: 
those were the means they opposed to Sir Horace’s obstinate im¬ 


agination. 

The argument became lively, and we all took a hand. Sir Horace 
shook his head: 
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Vm sorry, Mr Chrystal. For once I don’t agree with you.’ 

Tm sorry too,’said Chrystal, with a tough, pleasant, almost filial 
smile. 

Sir Horace had guessed completely right. If the college secured a 

benefaction, Chrystal and Brown were eager to put up a building: 

they were eager to see the college of their time - their college - leave 
its irremovable mark. 


At the beginning Brown had, as he used to say, * flown a kite’ for 
compromise, and now Chrystal joined him. Clearly, any college 
wonM welcome thankfully a benefaction for a special purpose - pro¬ 
dded it could be fitted into the general frame. Sir Horace was assent¬ 
ing cordially, his eyes at their most open and naive. All of a sudden, 
he looked at Chrystal. and his eyes were not in the least naive. ‘I also 
shouldn t be very happy about thinking of financial help which might 

frdTJ? t ? I r ' ,eaSe or ‘W for building.’ he said in his 
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as Chrystal and Brown perfectly understood, an exact figure was the 
ast dung to be mentioned. Sums of money were, so to speak, hidden 
away bound the talk: partly as diough they were improper, partly 
as though they were magic. 'Imagine though,' Sir Horace went on 
people of my way of thinking were trying to help the college with 
- a fairly considerable sum. Do you sec what I mean?* 

‘A fellowship,’ said Chrystul briskly, ‘costs £20,000.’ 

What was that, Mr Chrystal?’ 

'It needs a capital endowment of £20,000 to pay for a fellowship. 
11 you add on all the perquisites/ 

. fancic<1 that must be ab out the figure,’ said Sir Horace vaguely. 
Imagine that a few people could see their way to providing a few 
of diose units His voice trailed off. There was a pause. 

‘ If tlicy were giving diem for fellowships in general,’ said Chrystal 
at last, ‘it would be perfect. There arc no two ways about that. If die 
fellowships were restricted to science - - ’ 

‘I am interested to hear what you diink, Mr Chrystal.’ 

‘If dicy were, it might raise difficulties.’ 

‘I don’t quite see diem.’ 

‘Put it another way,’ said Brown. ‘On the book, to-day, Sir 
Horace, we’ve got four scientific fellows out of diirteen. I wouldn’t 
maintain that was die right proportion, we should all agree it wasn’t 
enough. But if we changed it drastically at a single stroke, it would 
alter die place overnight. I should be surprised if you regarded that 
as statesman-like.’ 

‘Even the possibility of a benefaction is exciting,’ said Jago. ‘But I 
do agree with my colleagues. If the fellowships were limited to one 
subject, it would change the character of our society.’ 

You will have to change the character of your society in twenty 
years, said Sir Horace, wnth a sudden dart of energy and fire. 
History will make you. Life will make you. You won’t be able to 
stop it. Dr Jago, you know what I mean?* 

He had heard from the others that Jago was likely to be die next 
Master, and all the evening had treated him with respect. Sir Horace 
was charmed, Jago had for him the fascination of the unfamiliar, he 
wanted to be sure ofjago’s unqualified approval. Brown and Chrys¬ 
tal he was more used to, he got on well with them, but dicy were not 
foreign, exciting, ‘up in the air’. 
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AJ] of ns were waiting for a concrete bargain. Sir Horace, however, 
was willing to let a talk like this fade inconclusively away. He said: 

‘Well, I can’t tell you how valuable I’ve found it to have all yoJr 
opinions. It’s most stimulating, I hope you agree with me? It gives us 
ah plenty to think about.’ 


He relished the power of giving or withholding money. It was 
always a wrench for him to relinquish it. He liked men waiting on 
ium for a decision. There was sometimes a hidden chuckle beneath 
the anti-climax. Like Chrystal, he loved the feel of power. 

It was after two o’clock, but he returned happily to the talk on 

educatjon. He had great stamina and no sense of time, and another 
hour passed before he thought of bed. 



CHAPTER l6 


An Hour oj Pride 

When I went into my sitting-room next morning, half-an-hour 
before my usual time, there was Sir Horace, bright and trim and ready 
for his breakfast. He had had less than five hours’ sleep, but he was as 
conversational as ever. He referred to our common acquaintances, 
such as Francis Getlifife’s brother; he asked questions about the men 
he had met the night before. He was much taken withjago. ‘There’s 
an unusual man, said Sir Horace. ‘Anyone could see that in five min¬ 
utes. Remarkable head he’s got. Will he be your n ex t Master?’ 

‘1 hope so.’ 

Brown and Chrystal want him, don’t they?* 

I said yes. 

Good chaps, those.’ Sir Horace paused. ‘If they were in industry 
they’d drive a hard bargain.’ 

I put in the thin edge of a question. But, though he had begun the 
day so talkative and affable. Sir Horace was no more communicative 
than the night before. Hisintcntion became masked at once in a 
loquacious stream about how much his nephew owed to Brown’s 
tutoring. ‘I want him to get an honours degree. I don’t believe these 
places ought to be open to the comfortably off, unless the comfort¬ 
ably off can profit by them,’ said Sir Horace, surprisingly unless one 
knew his streak of unorganized radicalism. ‘I hope you agree with 
me? If this boy doesn’t get liis honours degree, I shall cross off the 
experiment as a failure. But he’d never have touched it if it hadn’t 
been for Brown. I’ll tell you frankly, Mr Eliot, there have been times 
when I wished the boy didn’t require so much help on the examina¬ 
tion side.’ 

We had not long finished breakfast when Roy Calvert came in. 
They had met for a moment after die feast. Sir Horace was auto¬ 
matically cordial. Then he went to the window, and looked out at the 
court, lit by die mild sunshine of a February’ morning. 

‘How peaceful it all is,’ Sir Horace observed. ‘You don’t realize 
what a temptation it would be to quit the rough-and-tuinble and 
setdc down here in peace.’ 
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He smiled with his puzzled, lost, friendly look, and Roy smiled 
back, his eyes glinting with fun. 

I don t t hink we do,’ said Roy. ‘I’ll change with you. Sir Horac e. * 

‘You wouldn’t get such peace.’ 

I don t know. Are some of your colleagues on speaking terms? 
Ours just manag e it. Should you call that specially peaceful i ’ 

Sir Horace laughed uneasily; he was not used to affectionate malice 
from young men half his age. But he had an eye for quality. Up to 
that moment he had placed Roy as an ornament and a flaneur \ now 
he captured his interest, just as Jago had done. He began asking Roy 
about his work. He was mystified by most of Roy’s explanation, but 
he felt something here that he had not met. I saw him studying Roy** 
face when it was not smiling. 

Soon he was asking if he could be shown Roy’s manuscripts. They 
went off together, and I did not see them until midday. Then Roy 
ran up the stairs to say that the ‘old boy’ was going; he fetched Brown 
and Chrystal and we all met at the side door of the college, where the 
car was garaged. The chauffeur had just arrived, and Sir Horace was 

“ tremCDd ° us *“ ,ookin81,kc “ 

“ything of you this morning, Mr Chry»- 
Cal s^f Sir Horace I've had a very interesting time looking it Mr 

,^7.n ! W r ? Ul The « several points last night I 

mu^d him to explore with you again, you know what . mean, Iv~ 
mtmh hope we shall have the opportunity some time.' ^ 

w ‘ li “ 8 *■ “ ~ 

Is he going to unbelt? ’ 

‘Don't ask me,' said Chrystal. He added loyally: 'Of course, men 
hnportant things filhed. It's unfortuiCK" UD ‘ l1 h '’ S B °' 

Never getting 7 f„W ^ ,And '°° k » ^ 

t Chrystal said irritably. 

»ght, said Brown. He added, in a hurry: 
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‘Mind you, I shan’t fed inclined to celebrate until I see a cheque 
arrive on the bursary table.’ He said aside to Chrystal: ‘We’ve just got 
to think of ways and means again. I should be in favour of letting him 
lie tallow for a month or two. In die meantime, we shall have time to 
consider methods of giving him a gende prod.’ 

The sky was cloudless and china-blue, there was scarcely a breath 
of wind. The sun was just perceptibly warm on the skin, and we 
thought of taking a turn round the garden before lunch. Roy Calvert 
and Chrystal went in front. They were talking about investments. 
Roy was the only child of a rich man, and Chrystal liked dikin g t0 
him about money. Brown and I followed on behind. Our way to 
the garden was overlooked by the windows of the tutor’s house, and 
as we walked I heard my name called in Jago’s voice. 

I stayed on the path. Brown strolled slowly on. Jago came out from 
his house - and with him was Nightingale. 

Can you spare us a moment, Eliot?’ Jago cried. His tone was 
apologetic, almost hostile. 

‘Of course.’ 

Nightingale and I have been discussing the future of the college. 
Naturally, we all think the future of the college depends on the men 
we attract to college offices.’Jago’s words were elaborate, his mouth 
drawn down, his eyes restless. ‘ So that we’ve been speculating a little 
on which of our colleagues might consider fakin g various college 
offices.’ 

These tilings have a way of being settled in advance,’ said Night¬ 
ingale. 

‘I hope it doesn’t embarrass you to mention your own future,’ 
Jago had to go on. 

‘Not in the slightest,’ I said. 

‘I know it’s difficult. No one can pledge themselves too far ahead. 
But I’ve just been telling Nightingale that, so far as I know, you 
wouldn’t feel free to think of a college office in the next few years. ’ 

‘I shouldn’t. I can be ruled out,’ I said. 

‘Why? Why can we rule you out?’ Nightingale broke out in 
suspicion. 

I had to give a reason for Jago’s sake. 

‘Because I don’t want to break my London connexion. I can’t 
spend two days a week in London and hold an office here.’ 


122 



An Hour of Pride 

'Your two days must be exceptionally well paid.’ Nightingale 
smiled. b 

It s valuable for the college,’ said Jago with an effort to sound un¬ 
disturbed, to have its young lawyers taught by a man with a success- 
nil practice. 

‘It seems to be rather valuable for Eliot,’ Nightingale smiled again. 
But his suspicions had temporarily abated, and he parted from us. 

bc^orSii “' d Jag °’ “ NishringJc * *= 

'I hope you contained yourself,’ said Bros™, who had been wait- 
mg for us tojom lum We all three walked towards the garden. 

you “ITf /l t^ 80 ' ■' W “ ***** tactful. Brown. Do 
you know that he doubted my word when I said that Eliot here 

heverit iff? T? ° ffcrcd ^ He said he might be¬ 

lieve it if he heard it from Eliot himself. I ought to have kicked the 

man out of my study. Instead of that, I inflicted him on Eliot sotliat 

o[b '^ "■ 1 “ - sorr y » ** 

I call it statesmanlike,’ said Brown. 

I call it despicable,* said Jago. 

gn * S L h ° nC to the 

■ ™. ‘rve never prevaricated °? to “<* 


“‘SSfftttesr*«--tar— 

I let him.’ 

lira ilejob,'*“"■ lm P«“i°n ihu you’d De . et 0 ff a 
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forced to do: anxious that it might not be enough. But, most of all 
that morning in the sunny garden, he was angry, bitterly angry, at 
the msult to his pride. He had lowered himself, he had thrown his 
pride in front ot his own eyes and this other man’s, and now, ten 
minutes later, it had arisen and was dominating him. He was furious 
at the humiliation which policy imposed: was this where ambition 
had taken him ? was this the result of his passion? was this the degrada¬ 
tion which he had to take? 

Brown would not have minded. A less proud man would have 
accepted it as part of the game: knowing it, Jago looked at his 
supporter s kind, shrewd, and worldly face, and felt alone. The shame 
was his alone, the wound was his alone. When he next spoke, he was 
drawn into himself, he was speaking from a height. 

I assure )ou, Brown, I don t think you need fear a defccoon,’ he 
said, with a mixture ot anxiety, self-contempt, and scorn. ‘I handled 
him pretty well. I was as tactful as a man could be.’ 
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4 Were All Alone * 


Apter lunch that day Roy Calvert stopped me in the court. His lips 
twitched in a smile. 

‘Everyone was worried whether we should have the feast, weren’t 
they?' he said 

4 Yes/ 

‘Just so. Well, I heard a minute ago that it wasn’t necessary. Joan 
and her mother never intended to tell him before the feast. They’d 
marked down the date weeks ago. They knew the old boy was com- 

^ Whi , Ct *“ dida ’ t - “ d *hey decided that we 
mmtn t be disturbed. Isn't that just like the appalling sense of 
women* rr 

I could not help laughing 

"r -*• ***««as* 

me anything that had been slid iTlhe^dge, ^' hcn '. m ^ ead °f telling 

&"" more •*“ for ^ - £5 

^r^e^r^riT 7 ’ ^ ** of 

nght of the Lodge windows It w^s and wcre standing in 

light was still sljLg ‘ W “ WeU mto «•“ '“all hours, but one 

‘I wonder,' Roy said, 'if he can sleep to-night.' 
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We stood looking at the window. The court was quiet beneath die 
stars. 

Roy said: 

I \ e nc\cr seen such human misery and loneliness as I did to¬ 
day.’ 

Beside the fire in his sitting-room, he went on telling of the Master 
and Lady Muriel, and he spoke with the special insight of grief. Theirs 
had not been a joyous marriage. The Master might have brought hap¬ 
piness to many women, Roy said, but somehow he had never set her 
free. As for her, there was a terrible story that, when the Master was 
^g^gc^ to her, an aunt of hers said to him: ‘I warn you, she has no 
tenderness. That showed what her facade was like, and yet, Roy had 
told me and I believed him, it was the opposite of the truth. Perhaps 
few husbands could have called her tenderness to the surface, and that 
the Master had never done. She had given him children, they had 
stru gg^ c ^ on for twenty-five years. ‘She’s never had any idea what 
he s really like,’ said Roy. ‘Poor dear, she’s always been puzzled by 
his jokes.’ 

Yet they had trusted each other; and so, that afternoon, it was her 
task to tell him that lie was going to die. Roy was certain that she had 
screwed herself up and gone straight to the point. ‘She’s always 
known that she’s failed him. Now she felt she was failing him worst 
of all. Because anyone else would have known what to say, and she’s 
never been able to put one word in front of another.’ 

Occasionally we had imagined that the Master saw through the 
deception, but it was not true. The news came as a total shock. He 
did not reproach her. She could not remember what he said, but it 
was very little. 

‘It’s hard to think without a future.’ That was the only remark 
she could recall. 

But the hardest blow for her was diat, in looking towards his death, 
he seemed to have forgotten her. ‘I was less use than ever,’ Lady 
Muriel had cried to Roy. 

It was that cry which had scared Roy with the spectacle of human 
egotism and loneliness. They had lived their lives together. She had 
to tell him this news. She saw him thinking only of his death - and 
she could not reach him. It did not matter whether she was there or 
not. 
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After she had gone out, and Joan had visited him for a few minutes, 
he had asked to be left to him^lf 
Roy said: 

4 We’re all alone, aren’t wet Each one of us. Quite alone.’ 

Later, he asked: 

‘If she was miserable and lonely to-<lay, what was it like to be 
him? Can anyone imagine what it’s like to know your death is fxedi* 


t 
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Result oj an Anxiety 


After his demand on Jago, Nightingale seemed to be satisfied or to 
have lost interest. Brown’s cxplananon was that he was enough open 
to reason to realize diat he could go no further; for his own practical 
ends, it was sensible to stop. Brown did not let us forget Nightingale s 
practical ends; ‘He may be unbalanced,’ said Brown, ‘he may be 
driven by impulses which I am sure you understand better dian I do, 
but somehow he manages to give diem a direction. And that con¬ 
cerns me most. He wants some very pracdcal dungs, and he’s going 
to be a confounded nuisance.’ 

That was entirely true. I learned a lot about men in action, I learned 
something of when to control a psychological imagination, from 
Ardiur Brown. But it was also true diat Nightingale was right in the 
middle of one of diose states of anxiety’ which is like a vacuum in 
die mind: it fills itself widi one worry, such as the tutorship; that is 
worried round, examined, explored, acted upon, for the time being 
satisfied: die vacuum is left, and fills immediately with a new 
worry. In this case it was die March recommendations of the council 
of the Royal Society: would lie get in at last? would his deepest hope 
come off'? 

This anxiety came to Nightingale each spring. It was the most pain¬ 
ful of all. And it seemed sharper because, unlike his worry over the 
tutorship, there was nothing he could do to satisfy himseli. He could 
only wait. 

Crawford had just been put on die council of the Royal Society for 
the second time, owing to someone dying. Crawford told us this 
news himself, with his usual imperturbability. Nightingale heard him 
widi his forehead corrugated, but he could not resist asking: 

‘Do you know when the results will be out? 

Crawford looked at lus pocket-book. 

‘The council will make its recommendations on Thursday’, Mar 
- - / He told Nightingale die date. ‘Of course, diey’re not public tor 
a couple of months alter. Is there anyone you re interested in? 

‘Yes.’ 
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The intense answer got through even to Crawford. 

‘You’re not up yourself are you?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

4 Fm afraid I didn’t realize it,’ said Crawford, making an uncon¬ 
cerned apology. 4 Of course your subject is a long way from mine. I 
don’t t hink I’ve heard anything about the chemists’ list. If I did, I’m 
afraid I paid no attention. If I knew anything definite, I should be 
tempted to tell you. I’m not a believer in unnecessary secrecy.’ 

Francis Gctliffe had been listening to the conversation, and we 
went out of the room together. As the door closed behind us, he 
said: 

I wish someone would put Nightingale out of his misery.’ 

‘Do you know the result?* 

I vc heard the lists. He’s not in, of course. But the point is, he’* 
never even thought of. He never will get in,’ said Francis. 

‘I doubt if anyone could tell him,’ I said. 

‘No,’ said Francis. 


When are you going to get in, by the way?’ I asked, forgetting 
our opposition, as though our ease had returned. 

I shan t let myself be put up until I stand a good chance. I m«-an t 
imtil I m certain of getting in within three or four years. I’m not 
inclined to go up on the off-chance.’ 

^Does that mean the first shot next year?* 

I d hoped so. I’d hoped that, if 1 was put up next year, I was bound 

to . ected by 1940. But things haven’t gone as fast as they should.' 
he said with painful honesty. 

( ^ ou vc been unlucky, haven’t you?* 

• * M*’ 1 Said t Francis - ‘I might have got a shade more notice. But 
thatun t the whole truth. I haven’t done as much as l ought.’ 

There s plenty of time,’ I said. 

There’s got to be time,’ said Francis. 

^? nc us » * taught, was as just as he was, or made such demands 
on his will. 


About three weeks later, as I went into the porter’s lodge one day 
. ,. * “card Nightingale giving instructions. A special note 

tone caught my attention: it occurred to me that it must be the 
h-^? e Royal results. ‘If a telegram comes for me this afternoon/ 
c P cat cd, I want the boy sent to my rooms without a minute’s 
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delay. I shall be in till hall. Have you got that? I don’t want a minute’s 
delay.’ 

The afternoon was harshly cold; the false spring of February had 
disappeared, and before tea-time it was dark, the sky overhung with 
inky clouds. I stayed by my fire reading, and then sent for tea before a 
pupil arrived. As I waited for the kitchen porter, I stood looking out 
of the window into the court. A few flakes of snow were falling. 
Some undergraduates came clanking through in football boots, their 
knees a livid purple, their breath steaming in the bitter air. Then I saw 
Nightingale walking towards the porter’s lodge. The young men 
were shouting heartily: Nightingale went past them as though dicy 
did not exist. 

In a moment, he was on his way back. He had found no telegram. 
He was walking quite slowly: the cold did not touch him. 

In hall that night his face was dead white and so strained that the 
lines seemed rigid, part of the structure of his brow. Every few 
seconds he put a hand to the back of his head, and the tic began to 
fascinate Luke, who was sitting next to him. Several rimes Luke 
looked at die pale, grim, harassed face, started to speak, and dicn 
thought better of it. At last his curiosity was too strong, and lie said: 
‘Arc you all right, Nightingale?’ 

‘What do you mean, all right?’ Nightingale replied. ‘Of course 
I’m all right. What do you think you’re talking about?’ 

Luke blushed, but would not be shouted down. 

‘1 thought you might have been overworking. You were looking 

pretty tired -- ’ , 

‘Overworking,’ Nightingale said. 'I suppose you drink diat s trie 

worst thing diat can happen.’ , 

Luke shrugged his shoulders, muttered a curse under his breatri 

and caught my eye. He had a rueful, self-mocking sense of humour; 
his work was in a hopeful phase, and he lived at die laboratory from 
nine in the morning until it closed at night. It was hard to have his 

head bitten otf for laziness. 

We were already through die soup and fish when Crawford came 
into hall. He slipped into the seat next mine, but before he sat down 

called up die table to Winslow: . , 

* My apologies for being late. I’ve had to attend the council ot trie 
Royal. And this weather wasn’t very good for the train. 
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He ate his way methodically through the first courses and had 
caught us up at the sweet. All the time Nightingale’s eyes were fixed 
on him with a last desperate question of anxiety. But Crawford was 
untroubled, and, having levelled up in eating, talked reflectively to 
me. It was like him that his conversation did not alter with the person 
he was addressing; if there was anything he wanted to deliver, I 
served to receive it as well as Francis GctlifFe. 

‘Selecting people for honorific purposes is a very interesting job. 
But it’s not as easy as you might suppose. As a matter of fact, I was 
thinking of the choice of Fellows of the Royal - which I happen just 
to have been concerned with. Speaking as a man of science, I should 
be happier if there were sharper criteria to help us make the choice. 
Tm not meaning the choice is made unfairly: no, I should say that on 
the conscious level they’re as fair as human choices can be. But the 
criteria are not sharp, and it’s no use pretending they can be. “ Original 
work of distinction - how can you compare one man with a new 
theory on the interior of the stars with someone else who has pains- 
takingly measured the movements of a fish** 

The rest had fi ni s h ed the meal, Winslow was waiting to say grace, 
but Crawford finished saying what he had to say. On our way into the 
combination room, he suddenly noticed Nightingale, and called out: 

Oh, Nightingale. Just a minute.* 

Wc passed on, leaving the two of them together. But wc heard 
Crawford s audible, impersonally friendly voice saying clearly: 

No luck for you this time.’ 

. fkey:followed us at once. Most of those dining went away without 

ottmg down to wine, but Crawford said that he had had a busy day 

and needed a glass of port. So Winslow and I shared a bottle with 

nm^ and listened to his views on the organization of science, the place 

* 1° Society, the revolution in scientific technology. Night¬ 

ingale hung on to every word. 

Crawford enjoyed talking; some were put off by his manner and 
couJd not bear to listen, but they lost something. He had not the acute 
penetrating intellect of Roy Calvert; in an intelligence test he would 
not have come out as high as, say, the Master or Winslow; and he had 
no human insight at all. But he had a broad, strong, powerfiil mind, 

Kr l y apt cntertainin g but made to wear. 

Nightingale sat outside the little circle of three round which the 
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bottle passed. Since he learned the news, his expression was still taut 
with strain, but his eyes had become bright and fierce. There was 
nothing crushed about him; his whole manner was active, harsh, 
and determined as he listened to Crawford. He listened without 
speaking. He did not once give his envious smile. But, once as I 
watched him, his eyes left Crawford for an instant and stared mimi- 
cally at mine. They were feverishly bright. 

When I went away, the three of them were still at the table, and 
Crawford and Winslow were emptying the bottle. 

The next evening, halt an hour before dinner, I heard Francis 
Gethtfe’s firm, plunging, heavy step on the stairs. He used to call in 
often on his way to hall, but he had not done so since our quarrel. 

‘ Busy ?' he said. 

‘No.’ 

‘Good work.’ He sat in the armchair across the fire, took a cigar¬ 
ette. cleared his throat. He was uncomfortable and constrained, but 

he was looking at me with mastery. 

‘Look, Lewis, I think it’s better for me to tell you,’ he said. ‘Your 

majority for Jago has been broken. 

He was triumphant, he enjoyed telling me - yet he felt a streak of 


friendly pin,-. 

‘Who’s gone over?’ 1 said, but I did not need to ask. 
‘Nightingale. He told Crawford himself last night. Winslow was 

there too.’ , , . . . 

I blamed myself for having left them together with Nightingale in 

that condition. Then I thought that was not realistic: it could have 

made no difference. And 1 did not want to show concern in front of 


Francis Geditfe. . , . u u 

4 If it weren’t for die vote, which is a nuisance, I said, 1 should wish 


you joy of him.’ 

Francis gave a grim smile. . » 

‘That makes it 6 - 5 . Neither side has a clear majority. I hadn t 

reckoned on diat. I don’t know whether you had.’ 
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*A Nice Little Party’ 


As soon as Francis Gctlific left me, I rang up Brown. He said rhar he 
was kept by a pupil, but would get rid of him and come. The moment 
be entered, I told him the news. 

‘ So that’s it,’ said Brown, He accepted it at once, 

‘Things happen as they must,’ be added in a round, matter-of-fact 
tone. ‘They’ve gone pretty smoothly for us so far. We’ve got to be 
ready for our set-backs. I don’t say this isn’t a confounded nuisance, 
because it obviously is. Still, repining won’t get us anywhere, anfl 
there’s plenty to do if we’re going to retrieve the position-’ 

I shall be astonished,’ I said, ‘if Nightingale changes sides again.* 

I expect you rc tight,’ said Brown- ‘But we’ve got other people 
to look after, too, you know. Mind you,’ he went on, with a trace of 
irritation, ‘I always thought we handled Nightingale badly. We 
ought to have taken him round to Jago’s that first afternoon. It would 

have been well worth waiting for him. I was wrong not to stick in 
my heels.’ 


Bnt Brown did not spend much rime blaming Chrystal or him^lf 
He was t hinking realistically of what it meant, 6-5 now. For Craw¬ 
ford - Winslow, Despard-Smith, Gediffe, Gay, and Nightingale. For 
Jago - Brown, Chrystal, Calvert, Eliot, Pilbrow, and Luke. ‘It’s bad 
tolosc a dear majority’. It affects your own party,’ Brown reflected. 
Just at the moment, I should guess thev’re more confident than we 
are. We must take care that a rot doesn’t set in.' 

ShaU you do anything to-night?’ 

l^o, said Brown. ‘We’ve got to wait. We needn’t tell Jago yet. 

in worrying him unnecessarily. You sec, we’ve only 
S ™” , 6x5111 thc othcT side. It explains a dig Winslow gave 

to-day. by thc way. But we shall be well-advised not to take 
®yacuan until we hear from Nightingale himself. Remember, he’s 
"^*tned to do the proper thing, and he’s bound to let Jago know. 

decent man couldn’t just cross over without sending some sort of 
“Plan^on. And there’s always the bare chance that he may think 
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For once. Brown’s patience guided him wrong. Gossip was going 
round the college that night and next morning; apparendy Nightin¬ 
gale had already spoken with venom against Jago and ‘his clique*. 
Jago had heard nodiing of it, but I received accounts from several 
sources, differing a good deal from one another. Brown spoke to 
ChrystaJ, went back on his tactics laid down the previous night, and 
decided it was time to ‘have it out’. They were planning to get Night¬ 
ingale alone after hall, as though by chance. As it happened, Saturday, 
that very night, was made for dieir purpose. The number of men 
dining varied regularly with the days of die week; Sunday was always 
a full night - ‘married men escaping the cold supper at home’, old 
Dcspard-Smidi used to complain. Saturday, on the other hand, was 
a sparse one, usually only attended by bachelors living in college. 
That particular Saturday happened to be specially sparse, for Dcspard- 
Smith had a cold, and dicrc was a concert in the town which removed 
Pilbrow and also Roy Calvert, who was escorting Mrs Jago. Chrystal 
and Brown put their names down to dine diat night, and there 
arrived in hall only die three of us, Nightingale and Luke. 

Nightingale was silent during dinner. Brown kept up a stream of 
comfortable, uncxacting conversation, but all the time, through the 
amiable remarks on college games, liis glance was constandy coining 
back to Nightingale’s defensive mask. 

‘How long is it since you saw die Lent races. Nightingale? 
Chry stal asked direedy. 

‘I haven’t time for anything like that,’ said Nightingale. They were 

his first words since we sat down. 

‘You’ll make yourself ill,’ said Chrystal, with genuine sympathy. 
‘Come on die towpadi with me next week. It will do you good. 

‘I can look after myself,’ said Nightingale. Up to that night, he had 
held on to his politeness, but now it slipped away. 

‘I’ve heard diat before,’ said Chrystal. ‘Listen to me for once. 

Nightingale’s eyes were blank, as he sat there, exposed to Clity s s 
crisp voice and Brown’s rich, placid one: he knew what to expect. 

Luke left immediately after hall. His work was occup>ing 
more dian ever, and lie said diat he had to work out some results. 
Whedier or not it was because of his precocious tact 1 did not know. 
Brown said: 

‘Well, that docs make us a nice litdc party.’ 
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He ordered a bottle of claret and took his place at the head of the 
table. Nightingale was still standing up. He started to move towards 
the door. He was leaving, without saying good night. We were ex¬ 
changing glances: suddenly he looked back at us. He turned round, 
retraced his steps, sat down defiantly at Brown’s right hand. There 
was something formidable about him at that moment. 

The decanter went round, and Brown warmed his glass in his hands. 
‘Has Jago been dining recently? I haven’t seen him all the week,* 
Brown asked casually. 

‘He’s not been here any of the nights I have,’ I said. 

‘I’ve only dined once this week,’ said Chrystal. ‘He wasn’t here.* 
Nightingale stirred his coffee, and did not reply. 

Has he coincided with you. Nightingale?’ Brown asked. 

No.’ 

That reminds me,’ said Brown in the same conversational tone, 
I’ve been meaning to ask you for some time. How are you feeling 
about the Mastership now? * 

How are you?* Nightingale retorted. 

I m still exactly where I was,’ said Brown. Tm quite happy to go 
on supporting Jago.* 

‘Are you?* Nightingale asked. 

Why, said Brown, *1 hope you haven’t had any second thoughts. 
At least, not enough to upset your commitments — ’ 

Commitments!’ Nightingale broke out. 'I*m not going to be 

bound because I made a fool of myselfi I can tell you, here and now, 
Tve thought better of it.* 

* ^ m , Vcr y SOrr y to bea* V said Brown. ‘But perhaps we-* 

i k j d 1 ^ ^ y ° U ^ VC good reasons to think better of it. I’m glad 
l Had my eyes opened-before I’d done the damage. Do you think fm 

going to vote for a man who’s taking it for granted that he’s been 

jetted and is behaving like the Master before the present one is dead? 

And whose wife is putting on airs about it already?* He stopped, and 

more virulently: 'Do you think I’m going to put up with a 

nam ^ r s ba cked by people who are getting the college a bad 

|Who do you mean?* I was infuriated. 

} mean your friend Calvert, for one.* 

Anything you say about him is worthless,* I said. 
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‘There are one or two others,’ said Nightingale, ‘who live apart 
from their wives. It’s not for me to say whether they want to keep 
their liberty of action — ’ 

‘Stop that,’ said Chrystal. before I could reply. ‘You’re going too 
far. I won’t have any more of it, do you hear?’ 

Nightingale sank back, white-faced. ‘I’m glad I’ve explained to 
you my reasons for changing, he said. 

What were his true motives, I thought, as I stared at him through 
my own anger. He was possessed by envy and frustration. Crawford 
talking unconcernedly of the ‘Royal’, making it sound like a club to 
which one belonged as a matter of course, turned the knife in the 
wound as if he were jealous in love and had just heard his rival s name. 
So did Chrystal and Brown, looking happy and prosperous in their 
jobs, going about to run the college. So did the sound of Mrsjagos 
voice, asking the number of bedrooms in the Lodge or die kind of 
entertainment diat undergraduates preferred. So did the sight of Roy 
Calvert with a girl. And Nightingale suffered. He did not suffer with 
nobility, he did not accept it in die grand manner, which, though it 
does not soften suffering, helps to make the thought of it endurable 
when the victim is hasting a respite from pain. Nightingale suffered 
meanly, struggling like a rat, determined to wound as well as be 
wounded. There was no detachment from his pain, not a glimmer of 
irony. He bared his teeth, and felt release through planning a revenge 
against someone who ‘persecuted’ him. He never felt for a day to¬ 
gether serene, free, and confident. 

I could understand his suffering. One could not miss it, for it was 
written in his face. I was not moved by it, for 1 was cut off by dislike. 
And 1 could understand how he struggled with all his force, and went 
into action, as he was doing now, with the intensity of a single- 
minded drive. He had the canalized strength of the obsessed. 

But I could not begin to know why his envy had driven him first 
away from Crawford, now' back to him. Had he, that night of the 
Royal results, found in Crawford’s assurance some sort of rest? Was 
Crawford the kind of man he would, in his heart, have liked to be. ? 

I could not sec so far. But 1 was sure that, as Arthur Brown would 
remind me. there was a kind of practical veneer on his actions now. 
When he thought of what he was doing, he gave practical <Jt-scc 
ing reasons to himscli. He probably imagined that Craw tor wo 
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help get him into the Royal next year. He had certainly decided that 
Jago would not give him the tutorship, would do nothing for him. 
His calculation about Crawford was, of course, quite ridiculous. 
Crawford, impersonal even to his friends, would be the last man to 
think of helping, even if help were possible. Nevertheless, Nightin¬ 
gale was certain that he was being shrewd. 

Chrystal was saying: 

‘You ought to have told us you were going over.* 

‘Ought It’ 

‘You owed it to us to tell us first,’ said Chrystal. 

‘I don’t see why.’ 

‘I take you up on that. Nightingale. You can’t pledge yourself to 
one candidate and then promise to vote for another. It’s not the way 
things are done.’ 

If I stick to the etiquette, no one else does. I’m not going to 
penalize myself any more,’ said Nightingale. 

‘It’s not the way to do business.* 

‘I leave business to your clique,’ Nightingale replied. He rose and. 

without saying good night, went towards the door. This time he did 
not turn back. 

. _ S t ^ at> Chrystal. ' I don’t know what’s happening to 
Nightingale.’ & 

* Well, there it is,’ said Brown. 

|Shall we get him back?’ Chrystal asked. 

‘Not a hope in hell,’ 1 said. 

‘Why are you so sure?’ 

I must say/ said Brown, 'that I*m inclined to take Eliot's view. 
It s much safer to regard the worst as inevitable, because then it won’t 
ao us any harm if we turn out to be wrong. But that apart, I confess 
I shall be surprised if we see Nightingale back again.’ 

You may be right,’ said Chrystal. 

I haven’t a doubt,’ I said. 

todh^XT SUmmC<1 Up ri S h ”’ asked Chrystal, still wanting 

I’m ready to rely on Eliot's judgement,’ said Brown. 

to that case,’ said Chrystal, changing round briskly, ‘we ought to 
^Jago at once. b 

‘Do you want to?’ For once Brown shrank from a task. 
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‘No. But we can’t leave Kim in the dark-* 

‘I suppose it would be rather tempting providence — * 

‘If we don’t tell him to-night,’ said Chrystal, ‘some kind friend 
will do him the service to-morrow or next day. It’s lamentable, but 
it will come better from us.’ 

‘I must say that it’s going to be abominably unpleasant.’ 

‘I’ll go by myself,’ said Chrystal. ‘If you prefer that.’ 

‘Thank you.’ Brown smiled at his friend, and hesitated. ‘No, it 
will be better for him if we all go. It will let him realize that he’s still 
got most of his party intact.’ 

Brown and I wanted an excuse for delaying, even if only for ten 
more minutes, in the combination room. It was Chrystal, buoyed up 
by action, never despondent when he could get on the move, who 
forced us out. 
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The Depth of Ambition 


As wc already knew, Jago was alone. We found him in his study 
reading. His eyes flashed as soon as he saw us; every nerve was alert; 
he welcomed us with over-abundant warmth. Chxystal cut him short 
by saying: 

‘We’ve got some bad news for you.' 

His face was open in front of us. 

‘You must be prepared for changes to happen both ways/ said 
Brown, trying to cushion the blow. ‘This isn’t the last disturbance 

WC shall get.’ 

‘What is it?*Jago cried. ‘What is it?* 

‘Nightingale has gone over,’ said Chrystal. 

‘I see.’ 

‘You mustn't let it depress you too much,' Brown said. ‘It was 

Srsn* , i , UrpmC “ me tbat y° u attracted Nightingale at alL 

y° u <=“ Nightingale as being in his natural 

^ -4 -v— 

Jago did not seem to hear the attempt to comfort him. 

^suppose he s done it because I didn't promise him the tutorship. 


I couldn't. It was a wr«X 7 1 promise nun the tutorship. 

impossible. I suppose itW FT 10 F ^ “ t0 ‘ 11 Wai ““erly 
to nuke a move^ ’ ^ mcnd matttIS It’s difficult 


him “ anxious glance. 

'If I'd offeredhffifffi F r “ Wn , brok ' inver >’‘i uickl y-‘ Count him out' 

* ^^rintag^* ^ W Wd ^ - ^cre « 

I doubt« very much.' I said. 

^ ^ “^6 Uk. a promise.' 

you might have gFLd ^ promiscd *•“» man the tutorship 

So^ you can rested/ ^ " W V° u ^ W lost six o^S 

eff ° m ' ^ it utterly 
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‘Wc think so,’ said Chrystal. 

Jago’s whole expression was racked. 

'Shall I see him ? ’ he said. 

‘No,’ said Chrystal. 

‘I don’t think it would help much.’ Brown’s tone was as firm as 
Chrystal’s, though he went on with a friendly explanation: ‘He’s an 
obstinate man. It might only earn’ things from bad to worse. There’s 
no one so bitter as a turncoat, you know. I think it’s very much safer 
to regard him as an enemy from now on.’ 

‘If you don’t,’ said Chrystal, ‘I can’t answer for the consequences.’ 

He and Brown looked solid, earthy men of flesh and bone against 
Jago at that moment. Jago’s face seemed only a film in front of the 
tortured nerves. Yet they were telling him, as each of us in the room 
perfectly understood without a definite word being spoken, that he 
must make no attempt - by any suggestion of a promise - to bring 
Nightingale back. 

He had wanted us to encourage him by a hint: he had been appeal¬ 
ing for a piece of machiavellian advice ‘you oughtn’t to make Night¬ 
ingale a promise: but there’s no harm in his thinking you have done 
so: lie’ll be disappointed later, that’s all’. If wc had given him the 
most concealed of hints, he would have rushed to Nightingale, used 
every charm of which he was capable, safeguarded himself verbally 
perhaps but in no other way. If he could have made a bargain with 
Nightingale, whatever it meant letting Nightingale think he had been 
promised, he would have made it that night. It needed Chrystal s 
threat to stop him at last. 

Just as he had been more angry than the others at Nightingale s 
first approach, now he was tempted to stoop lower than they would 
ever do. In the garden, on the February morning when Nightingale 
asked for the tutorship, he thought with disgusted pride - was this 
how ambition soils one? But that was when his ambition seemed still 
in his hands. Now it was in danger of being taken away: ashamed, 
beside himself, tormented, he was tempted to cheat, steal, and lie. 

He heard Chrystal’s threat. He looked at the firm, uncompromising 
face. Then at mine. Then, for a longer time, at Arthur Brown s, dis¬ 
tressed, kindly, but unwavering. 

Suddenly Jago’s own face changed. He was thinking of himseir 
without mercy. He was sickened by the temptation. 
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*Shall I withdraw from die election i* he asked with a kind of 
broken dignity. 

Brown smiled in affectionate relief^ and showed the depth of his 
relief by an outburst of scolding. 

‘You mustn’t swing from one extreme to the other. We’ve still 
got an excellent chance. We’ve lost your most unreliable supporter, 
thats all. You re still in the lead. You must keep a sense of pro¬ 
portion.’ 

I agree with Brown, said Chrystal. His tone was not so warm as 

Brown’s, but toughly reassuring. Jago smiled at us, a smile without 
defence. 

We shall have to reconsider some of our dispositions,’ said Brown, 

more contentedly than he had spoken that night. ‘You needn’t worry 

you can leave the staff work to us. The other side have got weak spots 

too, Eliot and Calvert have wanted to up them, but I rhmlr Eliot 

agrees that it s still premature. The great thing at present is to take 

good care not to have any more confounded defections. I don’t know 

whether you others agree with me, but I should say there was just one 
more vulnerable spot in our party.’ J 

I take it you mean old Eustace Pilbrow,’ said Jago. 

“ d CW ‘ He ' S ^ ^ * by 

■He turned Window and Gediffe down when they spread them- 
sdv« to persuade him. Brown said. ‘I believe we Jn keep him 
sttudy. He s very fond of you, providentially.’ V 

I can never quite believe it,’ Jago replied. ‘But - - * 

Chrystal broke in: 

^When I look round, he seems to me the only weak spot. The rest 
Jago said: 

If iy o 7 vou°V, arc “k •>«*«« you know the worst about me. 

w *■ 1 

reSt “ c “*■ TWs no other weak 
tho^.’ y DCVCr break five of vou *- You can bank on 

Jago smiled, 

‘Well,' said Brown, 'the essential thing for the present is to make 
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sure of Pilbrow. If we hold him, we can’t lose. Six votes for yon 
means that they can t get a majority, since Crawford is fortunately 
debarred from voting for himself. Though I confess I feel uncharit¬ 
able enough to think that he would consider it a reasonable action. 
And that reminds me that you and Crawford will soon have to settle 
how you re going to dispose of your own votes. They may be 
significant.’ 

‘They’re certain to be, now,’ said Chrystal. 

Crawford sent a note this very day suggesting a talk. I was 
mystified —’ 

‘The other side have got on to it too. They must have realized how 
much his vote and yours mean’ - Brown was bright-eyed with vigi¬ 
lance - ‘as soon as this confounded man told them he was ratting.’ 

‘I’m compelled to discuss it if he wishes to,’ said Jago. ‘I can’t 
decently do less than that.’ 

‘But go carefully whatever you do. Examine any proposal he puts 
forward. It may seem harmless, but it’s wiser not to commit your¬ 
self at once. Whatever you do, don’t say yes on die spot.’ Brown was 
settling down to an exhaustive, enjoyable warning: then his expres¬ 
sion became more brooding. 

‘There’s something else you ought to guard against.’ He hesitated. 
Jago did not speak, and sat widi his head averted. Brown went on, 
speaking slowly and with difficulty: 

‘We shouldn’t be reliable supporters or friends unless we asked you 
to guard against something which might damage your prospects 
irretrievably. Put it another way: it has helped to lose us Nightingale, 
and unless you stop, it might do you more harm than diat.’ 

Jago still did not speak. 

Brown continued: 

‘I know we didn’t manage Nightingale very cleverly, any of us. 
We’ve made him angry between us. And one mistake w f e fell into 
that infuriated him was - I gave you a hint before-he diought some 
of us were acting as though you had the Mastership in your pocket. 
That’s bound to be dangerous. I don’t like doing it, but I’m compelled 
to warn you again.’ He hesitated for some moments, then said: ‘There 
seem to have been some women talking over the tea-cups. 

Brown was embarrassed but determined and intent. He looked at 
Jago, whose head had stayed bent down. Brown remembered that 
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morning when, at a hint far slighter than this, Jago had drawn him¬ 
self aloof and answered with a hostile snub. It had taken all Brown’s 
stubborn affection to try again - and to try on this night, when Jago 

had suffered a bitter disappointment, had lost his self-respect, had 
condemned hims el£ 

'lam gratefhl f or your friendship, 1 said Jago without looking up. 
1 Will accept your advice so far as I can.’ 

Suddenly he glanced at Brown, his eyes lit up. 

‘I want to ask one thing of my friends,’ he said quietly. ‘I trust yon 
to take care that not a sign of these strictures reaches my wife. She 
would be more distressed than I could bear.* 

‘ Wih you have a word with her yourself?’’ Brown persisted. 

I bought Jago was not going to reply. At last he said: 
it I can do it without hurting her.’ 

Aa we heard him, we seemed within touching distance of a 

in the town. C most sou gbt-aftcr young men 

•MSSS&E**“■ «"»> b i» d* 

*** » ter, asthemgh it SlT™’ dd 'cate, sontil- 

qnjdny which Jago saw when she was a LT^' “ was 

Roy. Her black 

^ * and hcr solid shoulders 
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loomed out of her chair: while Roy stood beside her, his shoulders 
pressed against the mantelpiece, his toes on the carpet, his figure 
cleanly arched. 

She smiled at her husband. 

*I*m positive you haven’t had such a perfect eve nin g, she said. 
‘Not quite,’ said Jago, smiling fondly back. 
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Propaganda 


Since Udy Muriel broke the news, the Master had wished to see 
none of his fiiends, except Roy. But towards the end of term, he 
began to ask us one by one to visit him. The curious thing was* he 
was asking us to visit him not for his own sake, but for ours. ‘I don’t 
tmnk Roy said sadly, ‘he wants to see anyone at all. He’s just asking 
out of consideration for our feelings. He’s becoming very kind ’ He 
blew that we should be hurt if he seemed indifferent to our com- 

l Ut h a agn of the supreme consideration 

which filled him as his life was ending 

thL“ 8 e r t ° 60 mt ° bcioom - “ d the selflessness of 
rjfl ™ ^ ^ “ d -o the 

For Nightingale had already become a focus of hate, and had 

concentta^S^lii?^ 1151 ^ 0 : lt Was a of propaganda, 

^r fi x^b^“d o ^hm d h for “, Hc was 

*** was * one orja8 °’ s 

First We. h Ja 6 < L‘“-. but * *«» tound him. 

her assuming that the Lodge waf^f ^ ? iett ^ tcr stories of 

ft cighteith^m^LmtemsL^ d° W ^ ^ 

•he had called for pitybecause she U ^ ^^g-toom: how 

going to find morc scrvants. Vieertl at 0 h ^ ^ WCTe 

S > subuibs of “A 

he and Ugrced, did fotM^ rOT ™ ^ a " 8ry ' bm Probably, both 

f urd airtaZ^°r^’^“''ney h LTb! aWay about b “ 

They were the flirtations of a wJ 7 - ^ Ce “ COmmon ^ the past. 

- W attractions, t^T g to p^em “° t 3 *?* 

y«sometimes more unbalan^d than the innoccnt » 

through desire. ’ “““ ±c ^tions which snrino 
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After Mrs Jago, Nightingale’s next point of attack was Jago’i 
supporters and friends, and most of all Roy Calvert. I came in for a 
share of obloquy, but the resentment he felt for me seemed to become 
transferred to Roy. Roy’s love affairs - for the first time they were 
discussed across the combination room table. Joan’s name was men¬ 
tioned. Someone said she would soon be engaged to Roy. Engaged? 
Nightingale smiled. 

This gossip went seething round. Despard-Smith said one night in 
my hearing: 

‘Extraordinary young man Calvert is. I’m worried about him. I 
saw him in the court this afternoon and, after what I’ve heard recently, 
I asked if he was tliinking of marriage. He made a most extraordinary 
reply. He said: “The Calverts are not the marrying kind. My father 
was, of course, but he w'as an exception.’’ I’m worried about the 
young man. I’m beginning to be afraid he has no sense of humour. 
Despard-Smith frowned. ‘And I’m beginning to wonder whether, 
in his own best interests, he oughtn't to be advised to apply for a post 
in die British Museum.’ 

The propaganda began to endow Jago’s side with a colour of 
raffislincss. It was a curious result, when one diought of Brown and 
Chrystal, die leaders of die party and die solidest people in the college. 
Nevertheless, diat was the result, and we in Jago’s party were our¬ 
selves affected by it. In a short rime, Nightingale had driven the two 
sides further apart. By the end of term, high table was often uncom¬ 
fortable to dine at. Men formed die habit of looking at die names of 
those down for dinner, and crossing off their own if there were too 
many opponents present. It became less a custom to stay for wine 
after hall. 

Among die gossip and faction, diere was one man who stayed im¬ 
pervious. Crawford was not sensitive to atmosphere. He sat down 
self-assuredly to dinner with a party consisting entirely of Jago s sup¬ 
porters; he talked to me widi sober, complacent sense about the state 
of Europe; he offered Roy Calvert a glass of sherry in die combina¬ 
tion room, and gave his opinions of Germany. Either Crawford did 
not hear Nightingale’s slanders or he took no notice of diem. Once 
I heard Nightingale speak to him in a low voice in hall. 

‘I’m afraid,’ said Crawford, cordially, loudly, but without interest, 

‘that I’m very stupid when it comes to personalia. 
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After the last college meeting of the term, which had been dull but 
cantankerous, Crawford said, as we were stirring to go: 

Mr Deputy, may I be allowed to make an unusual suggestion?’ 
*Dr Crawford,’ 

I should like your permission to retire with the Senior Tutor for 

five minutes. We shall then possibly be in a position to make a joint 
statement.’ 


Jago and Crawford left the room, and the rest of us talked, smoked, 

or doodled. On my right hand Nightingale turned ostentatiously 

away, and I chatted to Luke about his research. He had been chasing 

a red herring, he said: the last month’s work was useless; it was like 

a blasted game of snakes and ladders’; he had just struck a gigantic 

snake. Then Jago and Crawford returned. They were talking as they 

entered, Jago excited, his eyes s m i ling , Crawford self-contained, his 

expression quite unmoved. None of us, after the Saturday night at 

Jago s, had heard whether Crawford’s invitation had come to any- 

thm g . Chrystal was annoyed. Brown concerned that Jago might 
commit a tactical mistake. J ° ® 

Crawford slid into his seat. 

‘Mr Deputy.* 

‘Dr Crawford.’ 

to 3 feDoW ’ I , ass '" nc *•“* I’m ont of order in referring 

to the spending; vacancy, said Crawford. ‘But if we dissolve our! 

overcome 1 su 86« that difficulty can be 

S!? br ° a , d snuJc > enjoying the forms of business, as he dwavs did. 

He stared impassively at Despard-Smith. 

onabk^^w,Xin lit' ™ “ T »*>* ^yond tea. 

the vacancy in the mastershin C&ai 8 ou «clves as candidates when 

e^ressio Jof r^ < Tf«W P ^Tcb ^ 

regarding ourselves as the JL* i t f* \ We arc justified in 

thatitTlso^MytCon f-"* 1 ^ « 

not yet found itself tomress the will tf ^ ^ 

the votes which the Senior Tut°or an'dTd^ 
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being fellows, may be relevant. We have discussed whether we can 
reach agreement between ourselves on the use we make of them. The 
greatest measure of agreement we can reach is this: we do not feel it 
incumbent upon us to intervene in the college's choice. We do not 
consider ourselves justified in voting for one another. As matters 
stand at present, we shall abstain from voting. 

There was a silence. 

‘Ah. Indeed,' said Gay. ‘Very well spoken, Crawford. I congratu¬ 
late you.’ 

Jago said: 

‘I should like to add a word to my colleague’s admirable precis. I 
am sure we should bodi choose to be frank with the society’. 

Crawford gave a cordial assent. 

‘We both feel uncomfortably certain,’ said Jago, with a malicious 
smile, 'that the other would not be our natural first choice. I know 
my colleague will correct me if I am misrepresenting him. We don’t 
feel that it’s reasonable for us to give our votes to each other, against 
our own natural judgement, just because we appear to be the only 

candidates.’ 

‘Exactly,’ said Crawford. 

They were drawn close in their rivalry. Even as they said they 
would not vote for the other, they felt an inexplicable intimacy. They 
found real elation in making a statement together; they enjoyed 
setting themselves apart from the rest of us. It was not the first 
time I had noticed die electric attraction of rivalry: rivals, whether 
competing for a job, opposing each odier in politics, struggling 
for the same woman, are for mysterious moments closer dun any 


friends. ., 

As we left the meeting, Chrystal and Brown drew me aside. 

‘Jago is amusing,' said Chrystal angrily. ‘How can he expect us to 
get him in if he plays diis sort of game without warning? 

‘I don’t suppose he had any opdon,’ said Brown in a soothing tone. 
‘It looks pretty certain on die face of it diat Crawford just sat smug y 
down and said nodiing on earth would make him vote for Jago. 
I’m satisfied Jago did the best thing in die circumstances by giving no 


^ ouThfio have been told. If, lamentable/ Chty^dL * It 

looks as though we shall never get a majority for cither. They 
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jnst presented ns with a stalemate. There are times when T feel in* 
dined to wash my hands of the whole business.’ 

I can t follow you there.’ Brown was for once short with his 
friend. This looks like a tight thing, I give you that. But there’s one 
advantage. 1 don’t see how Crawford can possibly get a majority 
now.’ 

| What use is that? If we can’t get a majority ourselves.’ 

'If we’re certain of avoiding the worst, I shall be happier. And we 
haven’t started serious persuasion yet,’ said Brown firmly. 'The first 
thing is to close our own ranks.' 

Chrystal agreed, a little shamefacedly, but left it to Brown to spend 

an hour with Pilbrow that night. For a fortnight, ever since Nightin- 

pie s defection. Brown had been trying to arrange a talk with Pih- 

brow But Pilbrow’s round of concerts and parties did not allow him 

much free time; and he was bored with college politics, and was noO 

above dissimulating to avoid them. This day. at the college meeting. 
Brown had pinned him down. B S 

I rather wished I had accompanied Brown myself, for I was Pil¬ 
brow s favounte among the younger fellows. He was attracted by 

^P d ” rt \ but “ u ' d not understand his political ambivalence; he 
couM not understand how anyone so good-hearted could have fHends 

on *eTft of ? Wh ' rC “ * he old ^ew that 1 was 

on the left of centre, and stayed there. 

Pa I bmwtd d l d d Cdl . y i t that 1 bzd ROn 'l Whcn BrOWn ,old what 
PUbrow had said. I knew at once that Brown was no. quite at 


*1 think he’ll come up to scratch,’ Brosvn said. ’But I must sav he’s 
Cn " kj " be 8 r °ws older. Would you beheve it. but he 

politics. Y V y°ur judgement when it comes to 

Mm W dtL h ' I Vne 0 ver‘L h0P ' ^ ^ " “*• when . turned 

And be !z acc PUbr r ,o > r » ^ 

tsz 

■° n - —■*»- d --He 
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the other side, telling them that he preferred Jago for personal reasons. 
It seemed satisfactory. 

Yet Brown was wearing a stubborn frown. ‘He’s further away 
from this election than any of us,’ he said. ‘I wish we could bring 
him more into the swim of things.’ 

He added: 

‘Still I don’t sec how he can help coming up to scratch.’ He re¬ 
flected. ‘One thing I’m sure of. The other side aren’t going to humbug 
the old man against his will. I’ve never realized before how obstinate 
he is. And that takes a load oft my mind.’ 
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The Scent oj Acacia 


Then something happened which none of us had reckoned on. The 
course of the Master’s disease seemed to have slowed down. Just after 
the Easter vacation, we began to suspect that the election might not 
be held that summer. Sitting in the combination room, the smell of 
wistaria drifting through the open window, we heard Crawford 
expound: in his judgement, the Master would not die until the early 
autumn. He had been just as positive in forecasting a quick end, I 
remembered, but he commented on the new situation without hum¬ 
bug. Speaking as a friend of Royce’s, I take it one should be glad. 
He s only in discomfort, he's not in pain, and I get the impression 
dut he s soil interested m living. I expect he’d prefer to go on even as 
he is than have anyone accelerate the process. Speaking as a fellow, it up. 
sets our arrangements, which is a nuisance and I’m not going to pretend 

«d Crawford. ‘I had hoped we should have made aCr 
dispositions by next academic year, and it doesn't look like that now * 

* a phydologiai cxpknjtion ° f 
the wistam in^ ^ 

fcrdy to the negotiations with sfr lT 01 paSScd cn ” 

^rtfacr since the night of the feast- Sir^^ n <* gone much 
Brown, but the letters were filled wk H ^ frequently to 
chances in rh< » Trioot* n _. • n t_ t ^ 1 i ^ Ucstlons about his nephew's 

about the college, but Brotwi V ^ ** or a piccc of information 

- *" *■*« £ tssrt 
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said, ‘whether Sir Horace is ever going to turn up trumps. But I do 
know that our prospects vanish, presuming they exist at all, if our 
young friend has to go down without a degree.’ 

But Chrystal, along with Pilbrow. was an exccpuon in shelving 
the Mastership. With most men, the antagonism became sharper just 
because of the delay. Nerves were on edge, there was no release in 
any kind of action, there seemed no end to this waiting. Nightingale’s 
gossip about Roy went inexorably on. It infected even Winslow, 
who normally showed a liking for Roy. Winslow was heard to say, 
‘I used to think that my colleagues were more distinguished for char¬ 
acter than for die more superficial gifts of intelligence. The Senior 
Tutor appears to have chosen supporters who seem determined to 
remove part of diat impression.’ 

The gossip came round to Roy, though we tried to shield him. His 
spirits had been darker since die day he comforted Lady Muriel, and 
now, as he heard how he was being traduced, there were nights when 
he sank into despondency. Usually he would have cared less than most 
men what others said, but just then the sky had gone black for him. 
His was a despondency wliich others cidicr did not notice or passed 
over; it would have struck no one as specially frightening, except 
him and me. Often we walked round die streets at night. The whole 
town smelt of gilliflowcr and lilac. The skies were luminous, windows 
were thrown open in the hot May evenings. I tried to lift Roy from 
sadness, if only for a minute: almost imperceptibly, he shook his head. 

Nightingale was making odicr attacks, not only those on Roy. 
One night towards the end of May, Luke asked if he could talk to me. 
I took him up to my room, and he burst out: ‘I’ve had about as much 
as I can stand of diis man Nightingale. I’m beginning to think I ve 
been quiet in diis college for almost long enough. One of diesc days 
I shall do the talking, and by God they’ll get a surprise. 

‘What’s Nightingale done now?’ 

‘He’s as good as told me diat unless I switch over to Crawford 
they’ll sec diat I’m not made a permanency. 

‘I shouldn’t pay too much attention — 

‘Do you diink I should pay attention? I told him as politely as I 
could - and I wished I hadn’t got to be so blasted polite - that I d sec 
him damned first. Do they think I’m the sort of lad dicy can bully 
into going dirough any bloody hoop? 
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'They probably do.’ I smiled, though I was angry m vsclf. I was 

growing very fond of him. When he was angry, he was angry from 

head to toe, angry in every inch of his tough, square, powerful body. 

It was the same with every mood - his hopes or disappointments 

about his work, even his passionate discretion. He threw the whole 

of his nature into each of them. On this night he was angry as one 

whole human integer of flesh and bone. 'They probably do. They’re 
wrong.' 

‘They’ll be surprised how wrong they are,’ Luke fumed. ‘ I should 

hke to be kept in this college, it’s much nicer than the old dockyard, 

but do they think they’ve only got to whistle and I’m theirs? The? 

can do their damnedest, and I shan’t starve. A decent scientist will ge 

some sort of job. They’re just trying to blackmail me because I’m 
alraid to lose my comforts/ 

no! ‘ Um , th3 L‘ thc >'' couU °“ly be Nightingale himself. I could 

“ kne " “ything of this move, and I 
said that I would confront him with it. Luke, still angry went off to 
his laboratory in the summer evening ^ Y ’ t0 

foLdtl t dlffc thc follo ™ p Oight. but: 

uut ne Had left Cambridge (the examinations had begun and 

y r ] l ot some Air ^-y ” 

Luke. CI P ected back {o < a fortnight, and so 1 told Brown about 

too^lClm 0 * PCOP i C '' hc “ li ' I’m > man. but they’re going 

don’t know about y'ou^butnmik^' 0 m “ y T" °‘ thcse outra 6«- I 
heels against Cuwfordl’mT^.i^™'' determined to stick in my 

wets: “^‘v” tz ,f h ru r ect 3 - y ** J 

able for Nightingale’s domes T, 8 , ade coUea 'vely respon- 

what ’they’ had threatenetL^o'dd a y ,. OUn8 Lute storm ed about 
antic. There w«t^l “ d 1 «* die 

hhn of enmity. We forgot who th ‘ WW 0tbcr sldc through a 
hie. We wcre beco '?' 8 '-1 t y Werc “d wh « they were inly 

that happened to Brownfwho waslLthf W “ a ySKria - *”<* 

“ a man can be: it happened tome tolerant - “d level headed 
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Brown’s claret party took place each year at the beginning of June. 
‘I’m inclined to think it would be rather statesmanlike. After all, we vc 
got to live with the present society even if we slide Jago in. Mind 
you. I’m all against trying to make arrangements with the other 
side over the election. But I should regard it as reasonable to remind 
them that we’re still capable of enjoying their company. It would be 
a decent gesture to invite some of diem to the party. 

And so die claret party - consisted of Winslow, Crawford, Pilbrow, 
Roy Calvert, me and Brown himself. Like so much of diat summer, 
it tantalized me. The night was tranquil, die college had never looked 
more beautiful. I should be lucky if I had die chance to drink wine 
so good again. But Roy’s melancholy had got worse, and all the umc 
I was fearing one of his outbursts. Most of that night, I could dunk ot 

nothing else. tJ 

Twice I managed to signal to Roy that he must keep quiet He was 

enough in control of himself to do so, though he was affected by die 

sight of another unhappy man. For Winslow was worried by lus 

son's examination, which had just finished. As soon as the party began. 

Brown asked him how the boy had got on. and Wtnslow snubbed 

f • 

‘My dear Tutor, I cannot answer for the prospects of the scmi- 

illiterate. 1 hope the wretched youth managed to read die qu«no^ 
Roy beard the sadness in that answer, and it nearly touched the 

trigger of his osvn. But, to my momentary relief, we settle o 
wi^e It was ten o’clock, but die sun had only just set, and over the 
roof opposite Brown's window there was a brilliant af ' cr S'°'"' f 
one of die May week balls, we could just hear the throbbing.>f 
band. There was the slightest of breezes stirring, and on it came th 

Kent of acada from die court beneath. 

- W-° ofclarct. When we were half-way 

through, he said with extreme firmness. 
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‘That’s always so,’ said Pilbrow unexpectedly. I’ve been caught in 
two revolutions, or not exactly caught, but . . . One sees a woman 
in the garden by the railway line, just digging on a sunny morning. 
One can’t believe that it’s actually begun.' 

‘One can’t believe to-mght,’ said Crawford, ‘that one ought to 
be fighting against this mess Brown’s political friends are plunging us 
into. I expect I shall remember very vividly to-morrow morning.’ 

‘Yes! Yes!’ cried Pilbrow, his eyes gleaming like buttons. He 
joined in Crawford’s reflections, as the decanters were put away one 
by one. He talked about die ‘mess’; he was otf to the Balkans in three 
weeks to see for himself. At the age of seventy-four, he was as excited 
as a boy about his expedidon. Brown had had a moment’s anxiety 
when he saw how Pilbrow was vigorously applauding Crawford. But 
now die old man was safely talking of his travels and Brown was 
rubicund; though Roy was silent, Winslow subdued. Brown felt that 
this party had been a success. 

After the party’, Roy and I walked m the garden. The breeze had 
dropped, and on the great beeches no leaf sdrrcd. The full moon 
hung like a lantern, and the scent of acacia pierced the air. Roy was 
very quiet, and we walked round in silence. Then he said, as though 
it were a consoladon: ‘I shall sleep to-night.’ 

When he was in a phase of depression, I had known him insom¬ 
niac for four or five nights togedier. He would lie open-eyed dirough 
die minutes of a night, and then anodier, hating to face his own 
dioughts. Undl, his control broken, he would come to my room and 
wake me up: should we drive over to George Passant and make a 
nicht of it? Or to our friends in London? Or should we go for a walk 
all night? 

The melancholv, the melancholy shot dirough with sinister gaiety, 
had been creeping upon him during die past few weeks. He could 
not dirow it otf, any more dian a disease. When it seized lum, he tclt 
that it would never go. 

We walked round, not talking, in a night so warm that the air 
seemed palpable. I thought that we had been lucky to escape diat 
party scot free. I did not know how to stop him damaging himself 

1 thought diat, so long as I lived, I should be mocked by die scents 
of diat summer. They ought have come along with peace ot mind, 
the v\ istana, the gillidowcr, die lilac, die acada. 
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Affliction 

I had expected an outbreak from Roy at the claret party, but, when 
it did come, I was not prepared. 

It was a fortnight later, a Saturday morning, and I woke early 
There was a coUcgc meeting that day to consider examination result 
ome were already published, sent round to tutors, stuck in the tailors’ 
wmdows, most did not come out dll this Saturday. 

I knew that the envelopes reached the porters’ lodge by a quarter 

es* • ■* - - £-r 

'w““ n y th^ s ;’ r h ' Hc opened ** 
for that I* ° f ttat! hc CXdaimcd “ a moment. ‘Thank God 
t What’s happened** 

it ««*» him , third. 

justice required. Still, I think Sir Ho * * m0rc 11)311 abstract 

had crashed, i^t^e £Z ““f 4 lf 

hhlory of the college I’m breath' m ° St cx P cmivc &ilurc in the 

teU you.’ * breathing a great deal more freely, I can 

'SsSSS&zss: - - - *■ 

““S 

* 5 s a “ 

^«*iy credible. I think |'d i “ ' W allowance at all 

^1 did once findXn.tft "" ™8 U P *e examiners straigh 

He Put through his iTif 3 m by “^e-’ 

gu nis call, and came back shaking his head. 
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‘Absolutely hopeless,’ he said. ‘They say they just couldn’t find 
any signs of intelligence at all. Well, I knew he was dense, but I 
shouldn’t have believed that he was as dense as that.’ 

The meeting was called for half-past eleven. As the room filled up, 
one kept hearing whispers about young Winslow. In die midst of die 
bustle, men asked each other if they had heard. Some were speaking 
in malice, some in good nature, some in a mixture of die two. At last 
Winslow himself entered, heavy-footed, carrying his cap but not 
swinging it in his normal fasliion. He was looking down, and went 
straight to his place. 

‘Ah, good morning, Winslow,’ cried Gay, who had not grasped 
the news. 

‘Good morning to you,’ said Winslow. His voice was deadened. 
He was immersed in his wretchedness. 

Dcspard-Smith was just opening die meeting when Gay said: 

‘I have a small presentation to make, before we begin our discus¬ 
sion on dicse excellent agenda. I wish to present to the society, for 
inclusion in die library, this copy of my latest publication. I hope and 
expect diat most fellows have already bought it. I hope you’ve bought 
yours, Brown? I hope you have, Crawford?’ 

He rose precariously to his feet, and laid a copy in front of Dcspard- 

Smith. 

‘As a matter of fact, I haven’t yet,’ said Crawford. ‘I ve noticed one 
or two reviews.’ 

‘Ah. Reviews,’ said Gay. ‘Those first reviews have a lukewarm 

tendency that I don’t like to sec.’ 

Suddenly, distracted from Winslow, I saw how nervous the old 
man was about his book’s reception. Gay, die least diffident of men, 
had never lost diat nervousness. It did not die with age: perhaps it 


became sharper. , , . 

The meeting began at last. There was only two minutes business 

over livings, but under finance there were several items down. 

Despard-Smidi asked the Bursar if he would ‘take us through his 

business. 

Winslow’s head was sunk down. . 

‘I don’t think it’s necessary,’ he muttered. He did not raise his 

eyes. Everyone was looking at him. , 

Then it came to Jago to describe die examination results. He passed 
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from subject to subject in the traditional Cambridge order, mathe¬ 
matics, classics, natural sciences. . . . Most people at the meeting 
knew only a handful of the young men he was talking about; but his 
interest in each was so sharp that he kept a hold upon the meeting. 
He came to history. The table was very quiet. 'One brilliant and al¬ 
together deserved success/ he said in his thick voice. ‘Some of us 
know the struggle that young man had to come here at all. I’m pre¬ 
pared to bet, Mr Deputy, that he’s going to write his name in the 
story of this college.’ Then with a grin, he said how much the society 
ought to congratulate Brown on squeezing Timberlakc through. 
Jago then studied his papers, and paused. ‘I t hink there’s nothing else 
to report about the historians.’ Very quickly, he turned to the next 
subject. 

It was intended as chivalry, perhaps as more. I could not tell how 
Winslow received it He still sat with his head sunk down. There was 
no sign that he had heard anything of the meeting. He did not speak 
himself: even for a formal vote, he had to be asked. 

We broke offat one o’clock for a cold lunch, and most people ate 
with zest Winslow stood apart, with his back to the room. I saw 
Roys eyes upon him, glinting with wild pity. Since the party, his 
depression had grown heavier still, and he had kept himself alone I 
was at once anxious as I saw him watching Winslow, but then some 
one offered him a decanter of wine and he refused. I thought that he 

was taking care, and I had no sense of danger 

JSSL™ rCSUmcdthc J*BO dealt with the results of the 

^ n ™TI o r m ' m00m ; T1 ‘ CrC Were ° r two rotund 

criticisms, some congratulations. 

a D 2Idt nith ' sununinK ,,p - ‘ for 1 scho '“° fthe 

1 senj feeling of thccoUe^ 
6ed ad. 8 wc can be reasonably sftis- 

Senior Tufon - 0 ^ rf ** 1 E^er drat is your opinion, 
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■ 1 ™,^ T “'or<’ Dcspard-Smith asked Brown. 
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Before the meeting ended, which was not long after, I was set 
thinking of Despard-Smith’s use of the phrase ‘the men’. That habit 
went back to the ’90s: most of us at this table would say ‘the young 
men’ or ‘the undergraduates’. But at this time, the late 1930s, the 
undergraduates themselves would usually say ‘the boys’. It was inter¬ 
esting to hear so many strata of speech round one table. Old Gay, for 
example, used ‘absolutely’, not only in places where the younger of 
us might quite naturally still, but also in the sense of ‘actually’ or 
even ‘naturally’ - exactly as though he were speaking in the 1S70S. 
Pilbrow, always up to die times, used an idiom entirely modem, but 
Despard-Smith still brought out slang that was fresh at the end of the 
century - ‘crab’, and ‘josser’, and ‘by Jove’. Crawford said ‘man of 
science’, keeping to die Edwardian usage which we had abandoned. 
So, with more patience it would have been possible to construct a 
whole geological record of idioms, simply by listening word by word 
to a scries of college meetings. 

This one closed. The fellows filed out, and I waited for Roy. 
Winslow was still sitting at the table, widi die order-book and files in 
front of him; he seemed not to have the spirit to move. The dirce of 
us were left alone in the room. Roy did not glance at me or say a 
word: he went straight to Winslow, and sat down by his side. 

‘I am dreadfully sorry about Dick,’ he said. 

‘That’s nice of you.’ 

‘And I am dreadfully sorry you’ve had to sit here to-day. When 
one’s unhappy, it’s intolerable to have people talking about one. It s 


intolerable to be watched.’ 

His tone was full of pain, and Winslow looked up from the 
table. 

‘You don’t care what dicy say,’ Roy cried, ‘but you want them to 
leave you alone. But none of us arc capable of that much decency. I 
haven’t much use for human beings. Have you, Winslow, have you? 
You know what people are feeling now, don’t you? They re feeling 
that you’ve been taken down a peg or two. They’re remembering 
die times you’ve snubbed them. They’re saying how arrogant and 
rude you’ve been. But they don’t matter. None of us matter. 

His voice was very clear, throbbing with a terrible elation. W ins- 

low stared at him. t ., 

‘There is something in what dicy say, young man, he said. 
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‘Of course there is. There’s something in most things that they say 
about anyone.* Roy laughed 

I went round the table to stop him. Roy was talking about the 
slanders on himself. I had him by the shoulder, but he shook me off. 
He told Winslow there was something in what Nightingale said 

‘Would you like to know how much there is in itP* he cried 
‘We’re both miserable. It may relieve you just a bit.’ 

Winslow raised his voice: 

‘Don’t trouble yourself, Calvert. It’s no concern of mine.’ 

That s why I shall do it.’ There was a sheet of blank paper in front 
of Winslow. Roy seized it, and began to write quickly. I took hold 
of his arm, and jogged his pen. He cursed. ‘Go away, Lewis. I’m 
giving Winslow a little evidence.’ His face was wild with pure ela¬ 
tion. ‘This is only for Winslow and me.’ He wrote more, then signed 
the page. He gave it to Winslow with a smile. 

‘This has been a frightfhl day for you,' Roy cried. ‘Keep this to 
remind you that people don't matter/ 

He said good afternoon, and went out of the room. 

This is distressing/ said Winslow. 

He’ll calm down soon.’ 


, “ “V that Calvert was capable of making an 

exhibmon of hunsclf Is this the first time it has happened t ’ 8 

^ to safeguard Roy as much as I could And I 
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‘Maybe,’ said Winslow. ‘Maybe. If those people have this ammu¬ 
nition, I don’t see how Master Calvert is going to continue in this col¬ 
lege. The place will be too hot to hold him.’ 

‘Do you want to see that happen?’ 

‘I’m comparatively indifferent about the young man. He can be 
amusing, and he’s a scholar, which is more than can be said for several 
of our colleagues.’ Winslow stared at me. ‘I’m comparatively in¬ 
different, as I say. But I’m not indifferent about the possibility of your 
candidate becoming Master.’ 

‘You mean,’ I said, ‘that if you let other people see Calvert’s note, 
you could make a difference tojago’s chances?’ 

‘I did mean that,’ said Winslow. 

‘You can’t do it,’ I said. 

‘Why not?’ 

‘You can’t do it. You know some of the reasons that brought 
Calvert to the state he was in this afternoon. They’re enough to stop 
you absolutely, by themselves.* 

‘If you’d bring it to a point — ’ 

‘I’ll bring it to a point. We both know that Calvert has lost control 
of himself. He got into a state pretty near despair. And he wouldn t 
have got into that state unless he’d seen that you were unhappy and 
others were pleased at your expense. Who else had any feeling for 
you?’ 

‘It doesn’t matter to me one way or the other,’ said Winslow. 

Then I asked: 

‘Who else had any feeling for your son Dick? You knew that 
Calvert was upset about him. Who else had any feeling for your son? 

I was taking advantage of his misery. Winslow looked as though 
he had no strength left.' He stared down at the table, and was silent 
for a long dme. At last, in a flat, exhausted mutter, he said: 

‘What shall I do with this?’ He pointed to die sheet of paper. 

‘I don’t mind,’ I said. 

‘Perhaps you’d better have it.’ . , 

Winslow did not so much as look when I burnt die paper in c 

grate. 
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Argument in the Summer Twilight 

I went straight from Winslow to Roy’s room. Roy was lying on his 
sofa, peaceful and relaxed. 

‘Have I dished everything?’ he asked. 

He was happy. I had seen the course of his affliction often enough 
to know it by heart. It was, in fact, curiously mechanical. There was 
first the phase of darkness, the monotonous depression which might 
last for weeks or months: then that phase passed into another, where 
the darkness was lit up by flashes of‘gaiety’ - gaiety which nearly 

ZhT™ k " ? r0Wn ’ ! “ d which both beaded so 

tooke'intrf Pha T° f8a:Cty DeV f laStcd ver r lo °e • “d nearly always 
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*1 couldn’t have borne putting paid to Jago’s chances.’ said Roy. 
‘I’ll do what 1 can to make up for it, old boy. I shall be all right now. 

That evening in hall Roy presented a bottle in order to drink 
Jago’s health. When he was asked the occasion, so that Luke could 
enter it in the wine book, Roy smiled and said precisely: 

‘In order to atone for nearly doing him a disservice.’ 

‘My dear Roy,’ cried Jago, ‘you couldn’t possibly do me a dis¬ 
service. You’ve always been too kind to me. It even makes me for- 

• • • • * 
give you your imitations. 

It was not only at the claret party that Roy mimicked Jago; he 
could not resist the sound of that muffled, sententious, emphatic voice; 
most of those round the table that night had heard him, and even 
Despard-Smith grinned. 

As we went out tliat night, Arthur Brown reflected. 

‘You heard the reason^Roy Calvert gave for presenting a bottle? 
Now I wonder exaedy what he meant by it. Put it another way: a 
few years ago, whenever he said anything that wasn’t straightforward, 
I used to expect one of his queer tricks. But I don’t worry much about 
him now. He’s become very much more stable. I really believe that 

he’s settling down.’ . ,, 

I did not disagree. It was better for Brown to speculate amiably, 

just as fellows in die future, studying the wine book, might wonder 

what diat singular entry could mean. __ 

I told Brown diat I was taking action to protect Luke. Francis Oct- 
liffc had returned for the meeting diat morning, and his wife Kather¬ 
ine had asked me to dinner later in the week, for the first time since 
our quarrel in January. I intended to use die opportunity: it would be 
easy to let drop the story of Nightingale’s dircat, and it was too goo 


a chance to miss. , . _ , 

When I arrived for dinner at dicir house in the Chaucer Road Y 

welcomed me as in die old days. As Francis poured out sherry and 

took liis wife a glass, he seemed less fine-drawn dian in college. He 

looked at her with love, and his restlessness, his striving, his strenu 

ambition, all died away; his nerves were steadied, hc w “ 

the marrow of Ins bones. And she was happy through and through, 

with a happiness mote continuous than a man could know. 

The children were it, bed. She talked of them with dehghu, 
a pretence of not wanting to bore me. As she indulged her need 
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linger over them, she sat with matronly comfort in her chair; it 
seemed a far cry from the excited, apprehensive, girl of eighteen 
whom I met in her father’s house at Bryanston Square nearly ten 
years before. 1 had been taken there by her brother Charles, the most 
intimate friend of my London days: it was the first big house 1 ever 
entered. 

She talked of the past and her family, as we sat at dinn er Had I 
seen her brother rccendy? Then with great gusto, the nostalgia of a 
happy woman, she recalled days at her father’s country house when 
Francis and I had both been staying there. 

After dinner we moved into the garden at the back of the house. 
There we sat in the last of the light, as the western sky turned from 
flaming yellow to a lambent apple-green. The air caressed our faces. 
And languorous and heavy in the warm night wafted the scent of 
synnga, which brought back, with a voluptuous pain, the end of 

Drowsy m the scented air, I was just going to drop a hint about 
L uke when, to my astonishment, Katherine got in before me. 

/ have been wanting a word with you, Lewis.’ 

Have you i ’ 
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right to expect yon not to desert our side. It’s no use pretending, it 
docs seem pretty monstrous to me.’ 

I knew they felt that I was being ungrateful. When I was in distress, 
so that I wanted a refuge to hide in, Francis had set to work to bring 
me to the college. He had done it with great delicacy, for three yean 
they had felt possessively pleased whenever I dined at their house - 
and now, at the first major conflict, I betrayed him. I thought how 
much one expects from those to whom one docs a good turn; it takes 
a long while to learn that, by the laws of human nature, one does 
not often get it. 

‘Look,’ I said to Katherine, ‘your brother Charles has got as much 
insight as anyone I’ve ever known. When you let yourself go, you re 
nearly as good. You know something of Crawford andjago. Tell me, 
which is the more remarkable man?’ 

There was a pause. 

‘Jago,’ she said reluctantly. Then she recovered herself, and asked: 
‘But do you want a remarkable man as Master, don t you admit that 
other things come first ? ’ 

‘Good work,’ said Francis. ‘Lewis likes human frailty for its own 

sake.’ , 

‘No,’ I said. ‘I like imagination rather than ordinariness. 

‘I’m afraid at times,’ said Francis stiffly, ‘that you forget about the 

solid virtues.’ 

‘If you prefer it,’ I spoke with anger, ‘I like self-torment rather than 
conceit.’ 

They were profoundly out of sympathy with me, and I with them. 
We knew each other well enough to know there was no give on the 
other side. They became more obdurate in resisting any claim I made 
for Jago: my tongue got harsher when I replied about Crawford. 

‘ Anyway,’ said Katherine at last, 4 she is appalling.’ 

‘She’s padictic,’ I said. ‘There’s much humanity in her.’ 

‘That’s monstrously far-fetched, don’t you admit it? ’ 

‘If you’d watched Jago take care of her, you might understand 

what I’ve been telling you about him,’ I said. 

‘She’d be an intolerable nuisance in the Lodge,’ said Katherine. 
‘We’re not electing her,’ I said. ‘We’re electing her husband. 

‘You can’t get out of it as though she didn’t exist,’ said Francis. 
For a moment we broke off the argument. Without our having 
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noticed die light go, the garden now lay in deep twilight; the applet 

green sky had changed to an illuminated, cerulean blue; the first stars 
had come out. 

It was then that I spoke of Luke - not, as I had planned, in the way 

of friendly talk, but at the moment when we had got tired of oar 
barbed voices. 

\ * ome the comments that your side have made about 
her, I said. But I don't want to talk about that now. There’s some- 
thing more important. It’s another piece of tactics by one of your side. 

Lukc^° U ° W ‘ NlShtiU8 ' lle bccn “ coerce young 


‘What do you mean?’ said Francis. 

I gave them the story. 

‘Is this true? ’ cried Francis. ‘Are those the facts?’ 

iicve v w you ***** what Lukc to]d mc/1 ‘ Would y° u 

Yes, said Francis, with no warmth towards me, angry with me 
for intruding this complaint, and yet disturbed by it. 

If you believe him,’ I said, ‘then it’s quite true/ 

* 5 T 3 ?-’ “ brokc out - 1 codd only see him dimly in the 
crepuscular light, but I was sure that his face had flushed and diat the 
vein in his forehead was showing ‘I don’t like i, -TU . 
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carry it out. But he did not embrace me for making him do so. I had 
caused him to feel responsible for a piece of crooked dealing; it would 
not have mattered so much if I had still been an ally, but now it stiff* 
ened him against me. ‘You ought to remember,’ he said, ‘that some of 
your side are none too scrupulous. I’m not convinced that you’ve 
been too scrupulous yourself. Didn’t you offer Nightingale that you 
wouldn’t be a candidate for the tutorship, if only he’d vote for Jago? 
While you know as well as I do that Nightingale stands as much 
chance of becoming tutor as I do of becoming a bishop.’ 

Soon after I thanked them for dinner and walked back into the 
town through the midsummer night. We had parted without 
the glow and case of friendship. Walking back under the stars, at the 
mercy of die last scents of early summer, I remembered a May week 
four years before, on just such a night as this. Those two and I had 
danced in die same party; we had loved our partners, and there 
had been delight to spare for our friends. Yet, a few minutes past, I 
had said good night to Francis and Katherine with no intimacy at alL 
Was it only diis conflict between us? Or was it a sign of something 
inevitable, like die passing of rime itself? The memory of anyone 
one had truly loved stayed distinct always and with a special fragrance, 
quite unaffected by the years. And die memory of one’s deepest 
friendships had a touch of the same magic. But nodiing less was in¬ 
vulnerable to time, or chance, or one’s private trouble. Lesser friend¬ 
ships needed more care than the deepest ones; they needed attention 
and manners - and there were times, in die midst of private trouble, 
when those one could not give. Was it my fault that I could not 
meet Francis and Katherine as I once did? 
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An Observer’s Smile 


Throughout the long vacation most of the fellows did not go far 
away. We all knew that, as soon as the Master died, there would he a 
last scries of talks, confidences, negotiations, until the day of the elec¬ 
tion, and we wanted to be at hand. Only two went out of England, 
Roy Calvert was giving a course of lectures in Berlin, and had to 
leave by the end of July; he went in cheerful spirits, promising to fly 
back at a day’s notice ifl sent for him. Pilbrow had departed for the 
Balkans shortly after Brown’s claret party, and no one had heard a 
word from him since. He had guaranteed to return in time for the 

election but when I last saw him he had no thoughts to spare for col¬ 
lege conflicts. 

During the summer no one changed his party. The brides in Roy 
UUvert s room did not require moving; the score was still 6 - 5 for 
Jago. but not a dear majority of the whole 13 electors. Brown kept 
on penuadmg; us ,0 wait before we tried an attempt on Gay, or my 

om' h u C 5 hryStal - howcvcr ’ dld make the first signs of an ap- 
? ab ° Ut Jago ; ° nc mght when the old man was dining; £ 

of Stubborn, and so went no firmer, 

fo &ct Chrystal was fWated for lack of action, and his temper £ 

•he ZTf tk '* * ^ Hc d “> 8- me 

warty sheen. His c^o^re'slXmYethis 0 ^ W “ dricd “ d ,lad a 

of its old self and. , V ° ,CC Was a 6 ood 

which wouHdSrts mt itn ^ht, he knew the tone 

humour, of his reasons for rh if S ^ > °^ e * Wldl bis °M sarcastic 

^ the Window^ ° r ChaD6m6 ** ^bis bed. It stood 
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*1 prefer to lie here,’ said the Master, ‘because I got tired of the 
remarkable decoration’ - he meant the painted college arms - ‘which 
we owe to the misguided enthusiasm of one of my predecessors who 
had somewhat grandiloquent tastes. And, between you and me, I 
also like to look out of the window and see our colleagues walking 
about in twos and threes.’ He smiled without sadness and with an 
extraordinary detachment. ‘ It makes me wonder how they are group¬ 
ing themselves about the coming vacancy.* 

I looked into the emaciated, wasted, peaceful face. ‘It is surprisingly 
easy to face that kind of fact,’ he said. ‘It seems quite natural, 1 assure 
you. So you can tell me the truth. How much has been done about 
choosing my successor ? I have only heard that Jago might be in the 
running - which, between ourselves, I could have guessed tor myself 
Will he get it?’ 

‘Either he or Crawford.’ 

‘Crawford. Scientists arc too bumptious.’ It was strange to hear 
him, even when so many of the vanities of self had gone, clinging to 
the prejudice of a life-time. 

I described the present position of the parties. It kept his attention 
and amused him. As I spoke, I did not feel anything macabre about 
his interest; it was more as though an observer from another world 
was watching the human comedy. 

‘I hope you get Jago in,’ he said. ‘He’ll never become wise, of 
course. He’ll always be a bit of an ass. Forget that, and get lum in. 

Then he asked: 

*1 expect there’s a good deal of feeling?’ 

‘Yes,’ I said. 

‘It’s remarkable. People always believe that, if only they support 
the successful candidate, they’ve got his backing for ever. It s an 
illusion, Eliot, it’s an illusion. I assure you, one feels a certain faint 
irritation at the faces of one’s loyal supporters. They catch one s eye 
and smirk.* 

A recollection of the Gctliffc’s garden came to me, and I said: 

‘Gratitude plays some queer tricks.’ 

‘Gratitude isn’t an emotion,’ he said, watching the human comedy. 

‘But the expectation of gratitude is a very lively one.’ 

His mind was very active, but began to leap from point to point. # 

‘Tell me,’ he said. ‘Did they think I was going to die before this? 
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‘Yes.* 

‘They expected to get the election over before next academic 
year?’ 

‘Yes/ 

He smiled. 

Soon after his mind began to wander, and I had to remind him 
about his message. Setting his will, his thoughts drifting, he forced 
himself to remember. At last it came back. He talked of Roy Calvert, 
his protege and pupil, who had already outstripped him. He praised 
Roy’s work. He wanted me to promise to look after him , 
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CHAPTER 26 

Stalemate 


At the beginning of October, the great red leaves of Virginia creeper 
flamed on the walls and blew opulently about the court. In die garden 
the leaves blazed on die trees. The mornings were misty, die days 
bright in a golden haze; in die evenings, the lights in die streets and 
the college were aurcolcd in the autumnal mists. In the evenings, a 
light still shone from die great bedroom of die Lodge. 

The fellows came back from dieir September holidays: die fresh¬ 
men waited in queues on Brown’s staircase and walked round the 
courts in search ofjago’s house. The college became noisy, the street 
trilled with cycle bells as young men rode off to games in die after¬ 
noon. High table filled up: Brown presented a botdc to greet the new 
academic year: die whole society had returned to residence, except 
for Pilbrow and Roy Calvert. 

It was only a few days later that Roy Calvert came back. He ran 
up my staircase one afternoon, looking very well. He had been 
free of depression since June, often he had managed to forget it 
I had never seen him so setded. He was anxious to amuse me, con¬ 
cerned to help Brown and his other friends, eager to intrigue for 

J a £°* 

Tension in die college soon mounted again. Winslow had recovered 
some of his bite, and Nightingale ground away at his attacks with the 
stamina of a passion. Whispers, rumours, scandals, came to us at 
second or third hand. Roy Calvert figured in them less than in the 
summer; his actual presence as he was that autumn, equable, full of 
high spirits, prepared to devote himself to die shyest diner at high 
table, seemed to take away dieir sting - though once or twice I saw 
Winslow regarding hmi with a causdc glance. But the slanders were 
fuller dian ever of ‘diat impossible woman’. Nightingale had the 
intuiuve sense of propaganda diat one sometimes finds in obsessed 
men; he knew how to reiterate that phrase, smiling it out when 
anyone else would have got tired; gradually all his outcries gadicred 
round her. Even the sober members of his side, like Winslow and 
Francis Gethfle, were heard to say ‘its unthinkable to have that 
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woman in the Lodge*, and Brown and Chrystal were perturbed in 
private and did not know how to reply. 

Brown, Roy, and I considered how to stop every hole by which 
these slanders might get through to Jago. We were as thorough as 
we knew how to be; but there were nights when Jago sat silendy 
in hall, his face white, ravaged.The long anxiety had worn him down, 
his outbursts of nervous emotion were more unpredictable. But it 
was the sight of him, his face engraved with his own thoughts, 
intolerably vulnerable, that distressed us most. 

doubn hC kn ° W WHat ^ bdnS $aidl ' Ndthcr Roy nor 1 ^ “7 

Hie Master svas spending more time asleep now; one still saw his 
room lit np when one came back to college on those hxry October 
n^hes under the serene and brilliant moon. An Indian summer had 

Tano^ mfl t °'™’ ^ buildi,, P rested in the warmth. It made 
Jago s pahor mote visible, as he walked through an evening so 

^idthat the hues of the palladian building Lmed t^ 

It was strange to leave the combination room, and walk into such 
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end he decided against, but there was a long telephone conversation, 
thanks of unprecedented cordiality, and a half-promise to visit the 
college during the winter. 

O O 

Brow’ll was willing to speculate on that visit, but for die unt time 
Chrystal brushed all talk of Sir Horace aside. 

‘We’ve shot our bolt there. It’s up to him now,’ he said. I want 
to hear your views about this mess we’re in.’ 

‘You mean we haven’t succeeded in making things safe for Jagot 

‘It’s not our fault. I don’t accept any blame,’ said Chrystal. ‘But 
we’re in a mess.’ 

‘Well,’ said Brown. ‘We’ve still got a lead of one. It’s 6-5. pro 
viding Pilbrow troubles to come back. There s always a chance wc 
might win someone over at die last minute. I’ve always thought there 
might be a chance with Gay.’ 

‘I didn’t get any change from him. 1 regard him as fixed, said 


Chrystal. 

‘Well, then, it’s 6-5.’ 

‘And 6 - 5 is stalemate. It’s lamentable.’ 

‘I’m certain our wisest course,’ said Brown firmly, determined 
to get in first, ‘is to sit tight and sec how filings pan out. Funny things 
may happen before wc actually get into die chapel. I know it s a 
confounded nuisance, but we’ve got to sit tight and have some 

patience. We’re not in such a bad position.’ 

‘I don’t agree,’ said Chrystal. ‘The place is more like a bear¬ 
garden dian ever. And it’s stalemate. I don’t sec how you can hope 

make any progress. 

‘It’s worth trying Gay again,’ I said. , , , 

‘You’ll be wasting your time. I rule him out, said Chrvs . 

• At the very last,’ I said, ‘ wc ought to try old Dcspard. W c has en 

shown our hand completely.’ 

‘You can try,’ said Chrystal widi scorn. 

like this. The present position is the best we can hopeTor. 
Wc may lose a vote. We shan’t gain one. Do you take me p 
that; Wc can’t expect anything better than the rresen' vonng. 

•I don’t admit ft it’s certain.’ said Brown, ’but 1 should regard 

it as a probability.’ 

I agreed. 
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Tm glad you see it the same way,’ said ChrystaL ‘Where does 
it get us?* 

‘If the voting docs stay in the present position,' Brown replied, 
‘and I admit we haven’t any right to expect better, then the decision 
goes to the Visitor, of course.’ 

By statute, if the fellows could not find a clear majority of their 

number for one candidate, it was left for the Visitor to appoint. 

The Visitor had always been, right bach to the foundation, the bishop 

of a northern diocese. I was sure, by the way, that Brown and Chry- 

stal must have thought of this possibility as soon as Jago’s majority 

was broken. I had myself at moments, though it took rime for any 

of us to believe that a stalemate was the likely end. 

What happens then?’ said Chrystal, pressing his point. 

I shouldnt like to guess,’ said Brown. ‘I suppose the greatest 

dango- is that he would prefer the one who is more distinguished out¬ 
side the college. 

,7 appointJago,’ said Chrystal. ‘He, not a churchman, 

and he ham t got any reputation for hi, work.’ 

.f "7 Crawfo, f« P°ljtic, would be again,! him,’ I remarked. 

WC T lbsol , ut f*P cmun of tkat." said Brown. ’Im’t the 

CW±ai men h ^ he of thorn confounded 

t-burchfll men who want to make trouble t I’ve heard that he’, not 

und. W c can t rely on him to do the statesmanlike thing ’ 

“ Crawford,’ Chrystal announced. ‘Everyone 
“ oobchever too. He’, never kept it dark. I can’t 
ctedtt that he d give it to Crawford. You can rule tLt out.’ 

aid a 0pC 7 OU ’ re r ght - It-S “ttrcmely featuring to hear 1 

^Brown. smtltng but with hi, watchful eye, on hi, friend. ’7m 

bcroming quite reconciled to the idea of the vLitor ’ 
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in secret with Brown °rxrxally he would have discussed it 

y the party, or anyone else in the college, had a rfJwl Z 
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know their minds. It puzzled me: I could see that it disconcerted 
Brown. But soon I felt that Chrystal knew, right from the beginning, 
that he and Brown were bound to disagree. In his curiously soft¬ 
hearted way, Chrystal fought shy of a scene; he did not want to 
quarrel; he was afraid of the claims of friendship. 

So he had asked me to be present. He had avoided an intimate 
scene. He could not have borne to be prevented. He had seen a chance 
to act, and all his instincts drove him on. 

He said: ‘He’s cer tain to bring in an outsider. That would be the 
biggest disaster.’ 

‘I don’t agree with you there,’ said Brown. 'I could tolerate most 
outsiders in front of Crawford.’ 

‘I’m sorry,’ said Chrystal ‘I like to know whom we’re getting. 
If it came to the worst, I should prefer the devil we know. With 
Crawford, we should be certain where we were from the start. No, 
I don’t want an outsider. I don’t want it to go to the Visitor. 

‘Nor do l’ I said. I turned to Brown. ‘It would mean that we had 

lost it for Jago.’ 

‘I see that,’ said Brown reluctantly. 

‘It’s just conceivable the Visitor might put Crawford in, I said* 
‘But he’d never give us Jago over Crawford s head-Jago sjimior and 
less distinguished. If it goes to the Visitor, it will either be Crawford 
or a third person.’ 

‘I don’t see any way out of that,’ said Brown. 

‘There isn’t,’ said Chrystal. ‘But there's one thing we’ve never 
tackled. There arc the two candidates themselves. I come back to 
them. We’ve got to force them to vote for each other. 

‘Well,’ said Brown, ‘I don’t for the life of me sec how you re 
going to do that. You can’t expect Crawford to make a present of the 
Mastership to Jago. That’s all you’re asking him to do. I don t see 

Crawford suddenly becoming a public benefactor. 

‘Wait a minute,’ said Chrystal. ‘Suppose he’s convinced that a 
stalemate means that he’s out. He knows thcrc’s only one vote m it. 
As you said, funny things happen in elections. Don t you think ne 
might gamble? It’s the only chance he’s got. It only means he has to 
win another vote. He may.’ Chrystal looked with his fuU co 
mantling eyes at Brown, and repeated: ‘He may. Someone may 
over. Arc you dead certain of Pilbrowf 
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‘No. But I shall be disappointed if we can’t hold him.* 

‘I repeat,’ said Chrystal, ‘Crawford knows it’s pretty even. He 
knows this way is his only chance. Why shouldn’t he chance it?* 
‘What about Jago?’ 

‘If we brought it off, we should be presenting Him with a decent 

chance of victory on a plate,’ said Chrystal fiercely. ‘I shouldn’t 

have much use for Jago if he raised difficulties.’ 

‘That’s all very well,’ Brown was frowning, ‘but they’re both 

strong men in their different fashions. And they’ve gone out of their 

way to tell us definitely that they refuse to vote for each other.’ 

‘ We’ll threaten them with a third candidate.* 

Chrystal’s plan was simple. The college was divided between two 

men, and did not wish for an outsider. It had a right to ask those two 

to save them from an outsider. Just one step was needed - for the 

solid people’ on both sides to get together and threaten to switch to 

a third candidate if the other two refused. Chrystal had already heard 

something; from Getliffe and Despard-Smith; they were no happier 

about the Visitor than he was; he was convinced that they would take 
part in his plan. 

( 1 t ^ on * It,* said Brown. 

'What’s the matter?’ Chrystal challenged him. 

I hke bang as friendly with the other side as I can. But I don’t 

^^arrangements with them. You never know where they lead.’ 
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Jago, we might have Nightingale in our pocket to this day,’ said 
Brown. 

It was the first time I had heard him reproach his friend. 

4 1 don’t accept that. I don’t diink it’s a fair criticism. Nothing would 
have kept Nightingale sweet. Don’t you think so, Eliott’ 

‘Yes,’ I said. 

Chrystal asked me another question: 

‘Do you agree that we ought to have a discussion with some of the 
other side?’ 

‘Can you bring it off?’ 1 replied. ‘If not, I should have thought h 
was better not to try. We shall have exposed ourselves.’ 

‘I’ll bring it off,’ said Chrystal, and his voice rang with zest. 

‘Then it might win the Mastership for Jago,’ I said. 

‘It’s worth trying,’ said Chrystal. ‘It must be tried.’ 

Brown had been watching me as I answered. Then he watched 
Chrystal, and sank into silence, his chin set so that one noticed the 
heavy, powerful jowl. He thought for some time before he spoke. 

‘I’ll join a discussion if you arrange one. I don’t like it but I U join 
in.’ He had weighed it up. He saw diat, with skill and luck, it might 
turn out well for Jago. He saw die danger more clearly than anyone 
there. But he was apprehensive diat, if he did not join, Chrystal 
might make an overture on his own account. 

He added: 

‘I shan’t feel free to express myself enthusiastically if we do meet 
the other side. Unless they put it all plain and above board. And I 
shall not want to bring any pressure on die two candidates. t 

‘So much the better. If you and I disagree, they’ll feel there isn t 
a catch in it,’ said Chrystal, widi a tough, active, friendly smile. 
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Conference of Six 

Next morning Chrystal was busy paying visits to some of the other 
s * < k* Brown and me before lunch, and announced that he 

had arranged a conference for the coming Sunday night. There was 
a crowd dining^ that Sunday, and I heard Despard-Smith’s usual 
grating protest - ‘ all avoiding the cold supper aphome '; the number of 
dinen that night helped to disguise the gap when six of us left after 
hall, but even so I wondered whether any suspicious eyes had noticed 

We walked through the second court to Chrystal’s rooms. It was 
an autumn night of placid loveliness; an unlighted window threw 
back a reflection of die hunter’s moon; our shadows were black before 
us, and the old building rested in the soft radiance of the night. 

It was warm, but Chryttal had a bright fire burning. Hu string 

rx ^ “ *e Cuhion of a club; on a small tabl| 
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‘How do you all regard it?’ said Chrystal. 

‘I regard it as disastrous,’ Dcspard-Sniith replied. His expression 
was lugubrious, his voice solemn; but he had already nearly finished 
his glass, and he was watching each word and movement on our side 
of the table. 

‘It makes me think slightly less warmly than usual,’ said Winslow, 
‘of the mental equipment of some of my colleagues.’ 

‘That is amusing,' said Chrystal, but lie did not pronounce the word 
with his customary' venom. ‘ But it doesn’t get us anywhere, Winslow. 
Wc shan’t get far if we start scoring points off one another.’ 

‘I associate myself with you, Dean,’ said Despard-Smith, with 
bleak authority. 

‘I am still unenlightened as to where we arc trying to get,’ said 
Winslow. ‘Perhaps others know the purpose of this meeting better 
than I do.’ 

‘It’s simple.’ Chrystal looked at the three of them. ‘This election 
may go to the Visitor. Arc you content ? ’ 

‘The possibility hadn’t escaped us,’ said Winslow. 

‘I expect that most of us have thought of it occasionally, said 
Brown. ‘But somehow we haven’t really believed that it would 

happen.’ 

*1 have found it only too easy to believe, said Despard-Smith. 

‘Arc you content?’ asked Chrystal. 

‘To be honest,’ said Winslow, ‘I could only answer that - it I 
knew die mysterious ways in which the Bishop’s mind would work. 

‘I should consider it a c-catastrophc,’ said Despard-Smith. ‘If wc 
can’t settle our own business widiout letting the Bishop take a hand, 
I look upon it as a scandalous state of affairs. 

‘I’m glad to hear you say that,’ said Chrystal. ‘Now I’m going to 
put our cards on die table. If this election does go to the Visitor, I ve 
got a view as to what will happen. It won’t mean your candidate 
getting in. It won’t mean ours. It will mean a diird party' foisted on 

us 9 

‘What do you diink?’ Francis Gctliffc asked Despard-Smith. 

‘I’m rcluctandy bound to say diat die Dean is right,’ said 
Smidi. He spoke, like Chrystal a few days before, as though he had 
the certainty of inside knowledge. I wondered if he had discovcrc 
anything dirough his clerical acquaintances. I wondered also it it 
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was from him that Chrystal had picked up the hint. They were 
supporting each other at this table. And Despard-Smitb’s support 
was still, at the age of seventy, worth having. He was completely 
certain of his judgement. He poured himself another large whisky, 
and delivered an unshakable opinion. ‘I deeply regret to say it,' said 
the old clergyman, ‘but the Dean is right. The way the Bench is 
appointed nowadays is of course disastrous. The average is wretchedly 
low. Even judged by that low average, this man doesn’t carry a level 
dish. He can be relied upon to inflict some unsuitable person upon us.* 
Do you want that?’ said Chrystal vigorously, 

‘I don’t,’ said Francis Getliffe. 

T don’t myself/ said ChrystaL 

‘It doesn’t sound specially inviting,’ I said. 

Winslow gave a sarcastic smile. 

It somewhat depends/ he said, ‘whether one would prefer either 
of our candidates to an unknown. I dare say some of you might. 
It may not be a completely universal view/ 

‘You mean there may be people who won’t mind it going to the 
Visitor, Winslow/ said Chrystal. ‘If they’re determined to kL> one 
of the candidates out at any costs/ r 

‘Precisely, my dear Dean,’ said Winslow. 

Brown looked from Winslow to Chrystal: his eyes were sham 
but troubled as they moved from his opponent to his ally. 

he JTtf* tlmC *“*. almOSt C ° mC to wh <*e we stand,* 

he said. My own position hasn’t altered since last January I’m 
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either of those two than anyone in the field. I’d certainly rather have 
either than anyone the Bishop is likely to choose.’ 

‘Good work,’ said Francis Gctliffc, in a quick, comradely manner, 
as in the days when wc were always on the same side. ‘I’m with 
Eliot there. I’m not in favour of Jago, but I’d rather put up with him 
than the Bishop’s nominee.’ 

We all turned to Dcspard-Smith. He took a long sip from his 
glass, and said with deep solemnity: ‘I too find myself among the 
Laodiceans.’ He added, so gravely that no one took account of the 
anti-climax: ‘I’ve never been ready to buy a p-pig in a poke.’ 

‘Yes,’ said ChrystaL ‘Well, none of you will be surprised to hear 
how I feel.’ He was addressing himsclfto Brown. ‘I’m not voting for 
Jago to keep Crawford out. I’m voting for him because I think he’s 
the better man. But either will do.’ He went on: ‘So that’s four of us 
flat against letting it go to the Visitor. I regard that as enough reason 
to explore a bit further.’ 

Brown was looking flushed and concerned, but he said: 

‘I have made my reservations, but I am sure wc should all like to 
hear what die Dean has in mind. Wc all know that it s bound to be 
valuable.’ He was uneasy. I knew, but his affability covered him. I 
wondered whether it was friendship for Chrystal or party loyalty 
which had caused him to give help at this point. Almost certainly 
both - it was like him to mix policy and warmheartedness without 
thinking, it was just that mixture which made him so astute. 

‘Would you like to stay and hear it, Winslow?’ said Dcspard- 


Smith. 4 . t 

‘If you please,’Winslow said indifferently. If you please. 
‘Right,’ said Chrystal. ‘First of all I want to count heads. I regard 
Tago as having five votes certain as far as votes can be certain in a 
college - 1 mean three of us here and our two young men, Calve 
and Luke. Pilbrow has promised to vote several times - but I m not 
going to mince matters cidicr way. He may even not come back, 

he’s not specially interested in this election/ 

‘That’s fair enough,’ said Francis Gctliffc with a sudden creased 


smile. 


Chrystal went on: 

‘I regard your side as having four votes certain. 
Nightingale. Nightingale can’t cross over again, or 


Yourselves and 
he’ll make the 
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place too hot to hold him. You’re also counting on Gay, but I set him 
off against Pilbrow. He may have forgotten the name of your candi¬ 
date before the election. He may vote for himself’ 

‘I have no doubt,’ said Despard-Smith, ‘that Gay will weigh his 

l tf* 


vote. 


No, we’ve got to be fair,’ said Francis Getliffe. 'We can't rely on 
him. Chrystal has been quite objective.’ 

Remarkably so,’ Winslow added. ‘But what does it all lead to? 
Bring it to a point, my dear Dean.’ 

‘I shall get there in one minute,’ said Chrystal. ‘But I didn’t want 

to hide the facts. Jago is in the stronger position. There arc no two 

ways about it. I don t want to hide it: if I did, you would have a right 

to think I was going in for sharp practice. What I’m going to suggest 

may put Jago in. It will almost certainly put one of the two in. It 

will save us from the Visitor/ He paused and then said with extreme 
crispness: 

I suggest that we make ourselves clear to the two candidates. Wc 
tell them that four of us - or five or six if Brown or Winslow like to 
come m - will not tolerate this matter going to the Visitor. We tell 
them that they must vote for each other. It’s the only way to bring 
a majority within reach. If they refuse, we say that we’ll form a 
majonty for another person. This will be someone we decide on. 

/tod ° U ^r fobbC M, 0 f’ 0n “ b y Bishop. If we're forced to have 

thml candtdate, well choose hint ourselves.' Chrystal broke into a 
smile. But it will never come to that.’ 

I must say that it’s a beautiful thought,’ said Winslow. 

It docsn t ook unreasonable,* said Fronds Getliffe. 

your candid " ‘““j* yoU ' Dcan '’ !lid Winslow, ‘that 

LdyTcShW * Pr ° bablC ^ VO '“ - C "wtor d - s will 

rcclTr^r “P'™ that '’ C ^tJ- ‘I said per- 

—-A 

That may very well be true,' said Francis Getliffe. 

withr , c 0 oU r 4”“ ta^ ° f tbiS Hnd d T 8 “ ti °“ 

unprecedented/ sdd n c ? *° comidcr * U “ absolutely 

Pard " Sm,th * But 1 fccl wc owe it to the 
g d *** su gg«tion with the utmost seriousness. To 
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let the Visitor s-saddlc us with some incubus ofhis own would in my 
judgement be an unmitigated disaster.’ 

From those first moments it was certain that Despard-Smith and 
Francis would support Chrystal’s move in the long run. Their first 
response was ‘yes!’, however much they wrapped it round later. 
They seemed to be saying yes spontaneously even though it looked 
like giving Jago the game. They seemed to have lost their heads. 
Yet they were each of them strong-willed and hard-headed men. 

I had no illusion that they were not calculating the chances. They 
thought, rightly or wrongly, that this was the best move for Craw¬ 
ford, although I could not imagine how they arrived at it. 

I felt more than ever certain that they must have learned at least 
some piece of gossip about die Bishop’s intention. They must have 
become quite certain that, if the Bishop had the power, Crawford 
would stand no chance. For a second, I suspected also that they had 
some information, unknown to us, about one of Jago s side. But later 
I doubted it. It did not seem that dicy had any well-backed hope. It 
seemed most likely that in secret diey were sure of Gay, and had a 
vague hope of Pilbrow and even (so I gathered with incredulity 
from a chance remark) of Roy Calvert, some of whose comments 
Despard-Smith took literally and misunderstood. So far as I could 
detect, they knew nodiing definite that we did not know. 

Those seemed their motives on die plane of reason. But they were 
also moved by some of the inexplicable currents that sweep through 
any intricate politics. Despard-Smith and Francis, just like Chrystal 
and I myself, suddenly panicked at the idea of an outsider for Master. 
It was as diough our privacy were direatencd: magic was being 
taken from us: diis intimate world would not be so much in our P ONV ^j 
It was nonsense when we diought of it in cold blood, but we slii 
violcndy from the mere idea. And also we enjoyed - there was no 
escaping die satisfaction - die chancc of asserting ourselves 
our candidate. There are some hidden streaks in any politics, which 
only flash to die surface in an intense election such as this. Sudden y 
dicy leap out: one finds to one’s astonishment that dicre arc moments 
when one loves one’s rival - despises one s supporters - hates one s 
candidate. Usually these streaks do not make any difference in action, 

but in a crisis it is prudent to watch diem. 

Despard-Smidi let fall some solemn misgivings and qualifications; 
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Francis GetlifFe was guarded, though anxious to seem open to reason; 
but Chrystal knew he had won them over. He took it as a triumph 
of his own. And in fact it had been an impressive display. For 
the first time in this election, he had thrown his whole will into the 
struggle. He had something definite to achieve; and, even against 
men as tough as his opponents, his will told. 

The talk went on. Winslow said: 

Even the idyllic spectacle of the lion lying down with the lamb 
does not entirely reconcile me to the Dean’s ingenious idea.’ 

Later, Brown fin ished up for the night: 

In any case, before I come to any conclusion, I shall cer tainl y want 
to sleep on it.’ 

‘That goes without saying,' said Despard-Smith. ‘It would be 

nothing less than s-scandalous for any of us to commit ourselves 
to-night.’ 

I was surprised to hear a couple of days later that Winslow had 
decided to join. He had talked to his party: what had been said, I 
did not know: I was uneasy, but I noticed that so was Francis Getliffe. 
I was surprised that Winslow had not pushed his dislike of Taco to 
Ae limit. Was there a shade of affection, underneath the comSnpti 
Oncejago had supported him: was there some faint feeling of obli¬ 
gation? Or was it simply that, despite his exterior, despite all his 
attempts to seem it, Winslow was really not a ruthless man? 

dK T n ?*“*** for » stay outside. He 

fclt hts hand was forced, and he acquiesced with a good grace. But 

hewas too cautious too shrewd, too suspicious, and too a 

man to be pleased about «. ‘I still don’t like it,’ he confided to me in 

hSTel't. “77 0j T' S chanc “- but 1 come round to 

hong it I d rather it had come later after we’d had one stalemate vote 

cc to join the memorialists (as Despard-Smith kept calling 
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os), could not resist turning a sentence or two. After a long period of 
writing, rewriting, editing, and patching up, we agreed on a final 
draft: 


In the view of those signing this note, it is most undesirable that the forth¬ 
coming election to the Mastership should be decided by the Visitor. So far 
as the present intentions of fellows are known to us, it seems that neither of 
the candidates ivhose names we have heard mentioned is supported by a 
clear majority of the college. IVc accordingly feel that, in conformity with 
the spirit of college elections and the desire of the college that this forth¬ 
coming election shall be decided internally, it would assist our common 
purpose if each candidate voted for the other. If they can see their way to take 
this step, it is possible that a clear majority may be found to declare itselj 
for one or other candidate. If, on the other hand they find themselves unable 
to cast their votes in this manner, the signatories are so convinced of the 
ncccessity of an internal decision that they will feel compelled to examine the 
possibility of whether a third candidate can be found who might command a 
clear majority of the college. 

A T D-S 
G H W 
A B 
CPC 
F E G 
L S B 


Oct. 29 , 1937 

*In other words/ said Chryst.il, ‘there’ll be the hell of a row. 
He winked. There was often something of the gamin about him. 



CHAPTER 28 


Clowning and Pride 


Thb note was sent to all fellows. It caused great stir at once, and 
within a few hours we learned that Jago and Crawford wished to 
meet the six. Roy Calvert said: ‘I must say it’s a coup for ChrystaL* 
Jago had said nothing to Brown or me, not a telephone message, not 
a note. Later that day, Roy brought news that Jago was brooding over 
Ae ultimatum. He was half-delighted, so Roy said, because of his 
chances - and also so much outraged that he intended to speak out 
The two candidates arranged to meet us after hall, at half-past eight. 
Both came in to dinner, and Jago’s fece was so white with feeling that 
I expected an outburst straightaway. But in feet he began by clowning. 
ft wa, disconcerting, bttt I had seen him do it before when he vZ 
ttrung up and about to take the centre of the stage. He pretended -1 

mdm'jTJ a ^ *ory - that some under- 

f^duatt had that afternoon mistaken him for an assistant in a book- 

coipicSr/btdlrat^™'' rm rathcr gUd ^ rm 

ti xr° u8VRoy - “ d m ***** 

Jago went on with his turn. No one noticed the change in him when 
we were sitting in the combination room. 

Word had gone round that the ‘memorialists’ were to confer 

“ d Ja S°- 1 » b X half-past eight the room was 
daret finished, and Crawford lit a cigar 

:ci;“ “w * 

asaf SS 5 ^.,tx 
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so strongly as my colleague. However, that’s past history, and it’i 
neither here nor there.’ He smiled. 

Jago leaned forward in his chair, and slight as the movement was, 
we all looked at him. ‘ For my part, I wish to say something more,’ 
he said. 

‘I should leave it alone,’ said Crawford. ‘What’s done can’t be 
undone. You’ll only take it out of yourself.’ 

In fact, Jago was looking tired to breaking-point. His face had no 
colour left, and the lines were deep - with sombre anger, with humili¬ 
ation, wnth the elation tint he might be safe again. 

‘It’s good of you,’ said Jago to Crawford, but I should be less 
than honest if I didn’t speak. 1 take the strongest exception to the way 
this has bceen done. It was unnecessary to expose us to tins kind of 
compulsion. Apparently you’ - his eyes went round the table - 
'consider that one of the two of us is fit to be your Master. I should 
have hoped tint you might in the meantime treat us like responsible 
persons. I should have hoped that was not asking too much. Why 

couldn’t this have been settled decently amongst usf 

‘We don’t all share your optimism, my dear Senior Tutor,’ said 
Winslow. 

‘We were anxious to get everything in order,’ said Brown, eager 
to smooth tl ings down. ‘We didn’t want to leave any loose ends, 
because none of us know how much time we’ve got left. 

‘That’s no reason for treating Crawford and me like college ser¬ 


vants,’said Jago. , 

‘ Since when have college servants been required to vote tor eacn 

odicr?’Winslow asked. , 

Jago looked at him. His anger appeared to quieten. His white 

and furrowed face became sdll. , 

* You are taking advantage of my position as a candidate, he sai a 
'A candidate is fair play for any kind of gibe. You know that he s 
not at liberty to speak his mind. No doubt he deserves any pbes yon 
care to offer him. Anyone who is fool enough to stand for offi 

deserves anything that comes his way. , , . : m _ 

Winslow did not reply, and no one spoke. Crawford smo 

passively on, but all our attention was on Jago He dominated d J 

• You have taught me that lesson,’ he said. I shall vote for Crawford 

at die election.’ 
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As we were leaving, Jago spoke in a low voice to Chrystal: 

I should like to say something to you and Brown and Eli ot.* 

Wc can go back, said Chrystal. So, standing in the combination 
room, Jago faced three of his supporters. 

‘I should have been told about this.* His voice was quiet, but his 
anger had caught fire again. 

I passed the word along as soon as we had decided to push for¬ 
ward,* said Brown. 

‘ I should have been told. I should have been told at the firet mention 
of this piece of — persuasion.* 

4 1 don’t see why,* said Chrystal. 

4 When I find my party is negotiating behind my back - -* 

This isn’t a party matter, Jago,’ Chrystal broke in. ‘It’s a college 

I m sorry,’ said Jago, in a tone as brusque as Chrystal’s, ‘but I’m 
not used to havmg my actions dictated. Before my friends arrange to 
do so, I expect them to tell me first.* & 

^ -fortuna*.- said Brown. 


a^icved. I m not saying that it’s all over bar the counting of the votes, 

t.Z'n 1 ' T y ° U ^ ,0ok bri B h “ Sy have do« 

“ N>S ht “8=Je got angry with ns. You’re tiding with a cl<^ 

jonty again, and the sensible course for us all is to keen it intar* 
until we walk into the chapel’ « au is to keep it intact 

He went on: 

££ yoi l owe il c , ntircly to Dcan - Put «• 

stren^td XaX ran C T' d ' “““^8 words there was 
gazed into BroW^yi 4, ^ WCte mtcndcd him- He 

• r^s^’ht^ar wWch 1 tboueht1 

I kno°“yo“re 0^00'^ Y ° U , mu5t allowances, as 
<hat I admire everythin g hedoef ^°' 1 know Chr ^ W'-ates 
IW I’m very^^ct^^ “ “'“8 “~re. 

I m glad it came 0 $* Chrystal replied. 
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I walked back with Jago to his house to fetch a book. He scarcely 
spoke a word. He was at the same time elated, anxious, and bitterly 
ashamed. 

I was thinking of him and Crawford. That night, Crawford had 
been sensible, had even been kind to his rival. I could understand the 
feeling that he was the more dependable. It was true. Yet, of the two, 
which was bom to live in men’s eyes? 

And Jago knew it. He knew his powers, and how they were 
never used. The thought wounded him - and also made him naked 
to life. He had been through heartbreak because of his own frailty. 
He had seen his frailty without excuses or pity. I felt it was that - not 
his glamour, not his sympathy, not his bouts of generous passion - it 
was that nakedness to life which made me certain we must have him 
instead of Crawford. He was vulnerable in his own eyes. 

Why had he never used his powers? Why had he done nodiing? 
Sometimes I diought he was too proud to compete - and also too 
diffident. Perhaps at the deepest level pride and diffidence became the 
same. He could not risk a failure. He was bom to be admired from 
below, but he could not bear the rough-and-tumble, the shame, the 
breath of the critics. His pride was mountainous, his diffidence intense. 
Even diat night he had been forced to clown before he scarified his 
enemies. He despised what others said of him, and yet could not 


endure it , 

There was one other diing. Through pride, dirough diffidence, he 

had spent his life among men whose attention he captured widiout 

an effort, widi whom lie did not have to compete. But it was the 

final humiliation if dicy would not recognize him. Tint was why the 

Mastersliip lived in his mind like an obsession. He ought to nave 

been engaged in a struggle for great power; he blamed lumscli tha 

he was not but it sharpened every desire of his for this miniature 

power. He ought to have been just Paul Jago, known to all die worm 

with no tide needed to describe him, his name more glowing than 

any title. But his nature had forced him to live all his life m the college. 

at least, at least, he must be Master of it 
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*A Vacancy in the Office of Master* 


In November we heard that the Master was near his death. 

On December 2nd, Joan told Roy Calvert: ‘The doctor has just 
told us that he’s got pneumonia. This is the end.’ As we were going 
into hall on December 4th, the news was brought that the Master 
had just died. Despard-Smith made an announcement to the under- 
graduates, and there was a hush throughout the meal. In the combina¬ 
tion room afterwards coffee was served at once, and we listened to a 
ample and surprising eulogy from old Dcspard-Smith. 

roMdurc° WCVCr * ^ Wimlow ^ Brown were occupied with 

T am no longer Deputy,' said Despard-Smith. ‘I ceased to be 

n 2 U Xt C m ° mCnt * C ^tcr died. The statutes are explicit on this 

LJor fU ^ f ° r announc ^ n S the vacancy passes to the 

semor fellow. I must say I view with apprehension having to rely on 

poLon' “ dlrOU8h ^ b —• * P^ces us in a very senom 
in’S'e y D r» Cd U thC ??*“ but h»d done so frequently 

^^t^SSSSSSS^Si 

Will devolve on you D “ ns r CU ^ d ' * 7 “ Pllbr ™ bn’thcre, i, 

shouldn’t be in order i^ P d> “** cvcr V th “8 will be safe. But we 
is to let h'm Cwt oncr Sm8 ^ ^ Thc <*>* remaining 

had D &d ar « 1 ^ t t 0 ^r r ° t ' a . note “ Ga y* telling him the Master 
a meeting ,1' “ ^ "> 

‘If you feel itT^o L 111116 nCcd ^ ten mL J 
weaier,’ Despard-Smi^TaddeT’ ‘md 0 ”' '° “ thi. 

WC « the necessary steps To Se™ ‘ : *■* “» 
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The head porter was called into the combination room, and asked to 
take the letter to Gay’s house. He was told to sec that it reached Gay’s 
hands at once, whether he was in bed or not, and to bring back a reply. 

I went off to see Roy Calvert: the others stayed in the combination 
room, waiting for Gay’s reply. 

The night was starless and a cold rain was spattering down. As 
I looked round the court, I felt one comer was strangely dark. No 
light shone from the bedroom window of the Lodge. 

I found Roy alone, sitting at his table with one of the last pages of 

the proofs. 

‘You know, of course?’ I asked. 

‘Yes,’ said Roy. T can’t be sorry for him. He must have gone 
out without knowing it. But it’s the others who have to face what 

death means now, haven’t they?’ 

Soon Joan came into the room, and he had to devote himself to 

her and her mother. , 

I returned to the combination room, where Brown, Winslow, and 


Dcspard-Smith were still waiting. 4 

‘It is nothing less than a disaster,’ Dcspard-Smith was saying, 
our statutes entrust these duties to die senior fellow.’ He proceeded 
to expound the advantages of a permanent vice-master, such as some 
colleges had; from Winslow’s expression, 1 guessed this ground had 

been covered several times already. ., , 

Before long the head porter arrived, his top hat tarnished from d* 

rain. He handed Dcspard-Smith a large envelope, winch bore on 

back a large red blob of sealing-wax. 

‘Did you find Professor Gay up?’ asked Brown. 

‘Certainly sir.'_ ,„ Ktmanca n flicker behind that 


me in my view. 1 he said, and passed the letter to ns. It was written 
in a good strong ninctcenth-ccntury hand, and read. 


De yoT F Jws was no, unexpected. bu, nevertheless 

Royce and his family. He is the fifth Master who has been when) 

since I became afellow. 
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I am, of course, absolutely capable of fulfilling the duties prescribed to 
me by statute, and I cannot even consider asking the college to exempt me 
from them. It was not necessary for you to remind me of the statute, my dear 
chap, nor to send me a copy of the statutes: during the last weeks I have 
regularly refreshed my memory of them, and am now confident of being able 
to master my duties. 

I do not share your opinion that to-morrow’s proceedings are purely formal. 
I think that such a meeting would not show sufficient respect for our late 
Master. However, I concur that the meeting need not detain us overlong, 
and I therefore request that it be called for 4.45 p.m. I have never seen the 
virtue of our present hour of 4.30 p.m. 1 request also that tea be served as 
usual at 4-0 p.m. 

Yours ever, 

M. H. L. Gay 


The old man is asserting himself,’ said Brown. ‘Well, there’s noth¬ 
ing for it but to obey orders.’ 

Next afternoon most of the society, apart from Gay, arrived later 

than usual for tea in the combination room. They ate less and talked 

more quietly. Yet most of them were quiet through decorum, not 

through gnef. The night before, there had been a pang of feeling 

through many there; but grief for an acquaintance cannot last long, 

the egotisms of healthy men revive so quickly that they can never 

admit it, and so put on decorum together with their black ties and 

^t gravely in front of each other. All the fellows were present but 

iJbrow; but only three bore the marks of strain that afternoon. 

There was Chrystal, brusque and harsh so that people avoided 

his company; Roy Calvert, who had dark pouches under his 

eyes after a night in the Lodge; Jago, whose face looked at its most 
ravaged. 

Even of those, I thought, Jago was tormented by anxiety and hope. 

Perhaps only two mourned Roycc enough to forget the excitement 
round them. 


At half-past four many of us began to sit down in our places, but 
y unishcd his tea at leisure, talking loudly to anyone near. The 
clock struck the quarter before he said: 

.. ^‘, T ^ C til ? e 1 ^ Xcd for our meeting. Let us make a start. Yes. 
this is the time. ^ 

He took the chair, and looked round at us. The hum died away. 


193 


The Masters 

Then slowly and with difficulty Gay rose unstably to his feet, and 
supported himself by gripping the table with his hands. 

‘Remain seated, gentlemen,’ he said. ‘But I should like to stand, 
while I speak of what I have summoned you to hear to-day.’ He 
looked handsome and impressive; his beard was freshly trimmed, it 
took years from his age to be presiding there that day. ‘ I have grie¬ 
vous news. Indeed I have grievous news. Yesterday evening our late 
Master passed away. In accordance with the statute I have requested 
you to meet on this the following day. First I wish to say a few words 
in honour of liis memory.’ Gay went on to make a speech lasting over 
half an hour. His voice rang out resonantly; he did not seem in the 
least tired. Actually, it was a good speech. Once or twice his memory 
failed him and he attributed to Royce qualities and incidents which 
belonged to earlier Masters. But that happened seldom; his powers 
had revived that afternoon; he was an eloquent man who enjoyed 
speaking, and he remembered much about Royce which was fresh 
to many of us. The uncomfortable nature of the speech was that he 
made it with such tremendous gusto; he was enjoying himself too 
much. 

‘And so,’ he finished, ‘he was stricken with the disease, which, 
as my old saga-men would say, was his banc. Ah indeed, it was his 
banc. He bore it as valiantly as they would have borne it. He had 
indeed one consolation not granted to many of them. He died in the 
certainty 1 of our Christian faith, and his life was so blessed that he did 
not need to fear his judgement in the hereafter.’ 

Then Gay let himself back into his chair. There was whispering 
round the table, and he banged energetically with his fist. 

‘Now, gentlemen,’ he said briskly and chidingly, ‘we must set 
ourselves to our task. We cannot look back always. We must look 
forward. Forward! That’s the place to look. It is part of my duties to 
make arrangements for the election of a new Master. I will read the 
statutes.’ 

He did read the statutes, not only that on the election of the 
Master, which he kept till last, but also those on the authority, 
qualifications, residence, and emoluments. He read very audibly and 
well, and a good many more minutes passed. At last he came to the 
statute on the election. He read very slowly and with enormous 
emphasis. ‘“When the fellows arc duly assembled the fellow first 
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m order of precedence attending shall announce to them the vao 
ancy ... He looked up from his book, and paused. 

I hereby announce to you,’ said Gay resoundingly, ‘a vacancy in 
the office of Master.’ 

He went back to his reading. 

I;- • and ^ ^ore midnight on the same day authorize a notice 
the vacancy and of the time hereby regulated for the election of 

’ r> ^ ** n ° dCe t0 ** pbccd 111 si S ht on ** 

• to bc t placed! Cause to be placed!’ cried Gav 4 1 

shaUjix it myself. I shall certainly fix it myself. Shall I write the 

““ Wi “ IOW - •' *“ d ^d ready in the 
SPSTS ? C ' OCk “ thc m0m “8 °f December the 

o“-c“ ma°; 8 a 

is fifteen days W “ low impatiently, ’ft 

understand? ShalH sign^tt* ' KCmS cnou 8 h - Do « everyone 

. Ztszzx 

kesSSf- *“■> *»b. i 

•toatcittr? " d t *»* 

Calvert helped him with hi< mUS . t ^ 1C * CIl rystal and Roy 

do* ** “ 50 hc h ~ d s 

aid this would be a purely Andy 0 IT' “ d 

‘ ^ fo^ee^^rpl 
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An hour and a quarter. What do you think of that, Winslowf 
What do you think of that, Jago?* 

It was raining hard outside, and we put on overcoats to follow him. 
Roy slipped Gay’s arms through the sleeves of his gown again. We 
followed him out into the court, and Chrystal opened an umbrella 
and held it over the old man as he shuffled along. The rest of us halted 
our steps to keep behind him, in the slow procession across the first 
court to the chapel. The procession moved very slowly through the 
cold December evening. 

When we arrived at the chapel door, it was found there were no 
drawing pins. Chrystal swore, and, while Luke ran to find some, 
tried to persuade Gay that it was too chilly for him to stay there in the 
open. 

‘Not a bit of it, my dear chap,’ said Gay. ‘Not a bit of it. There’s 
life in die old dog yet.’ Luke came back panting with the pins, and 
Gay firmly pushed in eight of diem, one at each comer of the sheet 
and one in the middle of each side. 

Then he stood back and admired the notice. 

‘Ah. Excellent. Excellent,' he said. ‘That’s well done. Anyone 
can see there’s a vacancy with half an eye.’ 
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NOTICE OF A VACANCY 



CHAPTEfi 30 

Jago Thinks of Himself as a Young Man 


The funeral was arranged for December 8th, and in the days 
before a sombre truce came over the college. Full term ended on 
the 7th, and the undergraduates climbed Brown’s stairs to fetch their 
exeats, walked through the courts to Jago’s house, more quietly than 
usual; even the scholarship candidates, who came up that day, were 
greeted by the hush as soon as they asked a question at the porters* 
lodge. On the nights of the 5th and 6th, the two nights which fol¬ 
lowed Gay’s meeting, I did not hear a word spoken about the Mastcr- 
slup. Chrystal was busy arranging for a fellows’ wreath, to add to 
those we were each sending as individuals; Dcspard-Smith was talk¬ 
ing solemnly about the form of service; there was no wine drunk. 
Roy Calvert did not dine either night; he was looking after Lady 
Muriel, and she liked having him eat and sleep in the Lodge. 

On the afternoon of the 7th, I wanted to escape from the college 

for a time and went for a walk alone. It was a dark and lowering day. 

very warm for December; lights were coming on in the shop 

windows, a slight rain was blown on the gusty wind, the wind blew 

down the streets as though they were organ-pipes, umbrellas were 
bent to meet it. 


' ^ Fen to ^ GrantcW meadows, and on by 

the bank of the nyer There was no one about, the afternoon was 

turntng darker; a single swan moved on the water, and the flat fields 
c e desolate I was glad to return to the lighted streets and the gas 
flares in Peas Hill, all spurting furiously in the wind. 

While I was looking at the stalls under the gas flares, 1 heard a voice 
heWd m^e»y; Good Lord, it’s you. What are you doing out on this 
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Jago was smiling, but his face was so drawn that one forgot the 
heavy flesh. 

‘I’ve been for a walk,’ I said. 

‘So have 1 / said Jago. ‘I’ve been trying to think straight.’ 

We walked together towards the college. After a moment’s silence, 
Jago broke out: 

‘Would it be a nuisance if I begged a cup of tea in your rooms?’ 
‘Of course not.’ 

‘I’ve been trying to collect my thoughts,’ he smiled, ‘and it s not 
a specially pleasant process. It hurts my wife to sec me, very naturally. 
If I infli rt myself on you, you won’t mind too much, will you? 
‘Come for as long as you like,’ I said. 

In the first court. Brown’s windows gleamed out of the dusk, but 
on the other side of the court the Lodge was dark behind drawn blinds. 
‘It is very hard to accept that he is dead,’ said Jago. 

We went up to my sitting-room, I ordered tea. And then I asked, 

feeling it kindest to be direct. 

‘You must be worrying about the election now? 

‘Intolerably,’ said Jago. 

‘You couldn’t help it,’ I said. 

‘I should be on better terms with myself if I could.* 

‘You wouldn’t be human,’I said. 

‘I haven’t been able to forget it for an instant this afternoon. I 
went out to clear my head. I couldn’t put it aside for an instant, 
Eliot. So I’ve been trying to diink it out.’ 

‘What have you been trying to think out?’ 

‘How much it means to me.* 


He burst out: ._. 

‘And I’m quite lost, Eliot, I don’t know where I am. He looked at 

me in a manner naive, piercing, and confiding. ‘I can tell you w at 

shouldn’t like to tell Chrystal and good old Arthur Brown. There 

arc times when it seems absolutely meaningless. I m gustc wl _ 

myself for getting so excited about something that docsn t matter in 

the slightest. There are times when I’d give anything to run away 

from it altogether.’ 

‘ And those times are when — 


Jago smiled painfully: 

‘When it seems quite certain I shall get it. 


’ he said. ‘Often I feel 
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quite certain, bo me times I think it will be taken from me at the last. 
Whenever I t h i nk that/ he added, ‘I want it more than anything in 
the world. You sec. I’ve no use for myself at all/ 

‘I should be the same/ I said. 

‘Should you? Do you really know what it is to have no use for 
yourself;’ 

‘Oh yes/ I said. 

‘You seem more sensible than I am/ said Jago. 'Perhaps yoo 
wouldn’t want so badly to run away from it altogether.’ 

‘Perhaps not/ I said. 

'Chrystal ought to be standing himself. He would have enjoyed 
it, said Jago with a tired and contemptuous shr ug. 

I was thinking: it was the core of diffidence and pride flaming out 
agam. He would have liked, even now, to escape from the contest. 
He told himself it did not matter in the slightest’. He assured him¬ 
self of that, because he could not bear to fail. Then again he revolted 
from the humiliations he had consented to, in order to gain an end 
that was bcn<^th him He had been civil to Nightingale, for months he 
had submitted himself ,o Chrystal's lead. He had just revealed some- 
duug I mtd already guessed, something 1 believed that had worried 
Ardmr Brown all along, jago had always been far away from 

utlw 1 ' ^ the “ Ur5c of "t™*. “ Chrystal ran the campaign, jago 
W^dlnm less. He came to drink that Chrystal was a soulless powL 

craaed business man and .t irked him to bow: his temper over the 

candidates vote had been an outburst of defiance. Yet even that night 

he need^Th ? “ he COuld Dot «*» «o ™in hi. chan^. 

he needed this place more even than he needed his pride ^ 

fedinB 1 “—- * 

‘ “ ?,° re than “ything in the world. 1 

iiliira 

f-" £ 
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he pictured the college in years to come looking back upon his 
reign - ‘die greatest of our Masters’. Then diat vision left him. He 
glanced at me almost fiercely and said: 

‘You’ll be surprised how splendid my wife will turn out in the 
Lodge. She always rises to the occasion. I couldn’t bear to lose it now, 
on her account. She’s looking forward to it so much.’ 

I felt he wanted to say more about her, but he could not manage 
it. It had been a relief to talk of his ambition; perhaps it would have 
been a greater relief to let someone see into his marriage. But it was 
impossible. Certainly with me, a friendly acquaintance, a supporter, 
a much younger man. I believed that it would have been impossible 
with anyone. I believed he had never laid bare his heart about her. 
He had many friendly acquaintances, but, despite his warmth and 
candour, he seemed to have no intimate friends. I had the im¬ 
pression that he had not spoken even of his ambition so nakedly 
before. 

Over tea, though he could not confide about his own marriage, 
he talked of one that would never happen. He had seen that Joan 
Royce longed to marry Roy. Jago switched from that one challenging 
remark about his wife to talk of them. Perhaps die switch showed 
what he was feeling in the depth of his heart. She ought to have 
been right for Roy, said Jago. Jago had once hoped that she would 
be. But she simply was not. And so it would be madness for Roy to 
marry her. No one outside can tell who is right for one. There are 
no rules. One knows it without help. Sometimes die rest of the 
world diinks one is wrong, but they cannot know. 

Then his thoughts came back to himself. December 20th. 

‘It can’t be long now,’ he said. 

‘Tliirtecn days.’ 

‘Each day is a long time,’said Jago. 

Next afternoon, the bell tolled and die chapel filled up for the 
funeral. Lady Muriel and Joan sat in the front rows with dieir backs 
like pokers, not a tear on their faces, true to dieir Spartan training, 
dicy would not show a sign of grief in public and it was only with 
Roy that they broke down. All die fellows attended but PiJbrow, 
from whom there was still no news; even Winslow came into t le 
chapel, for die first time since Roycc’s election. Many of the heads 
of odier colleges were diere, all the seven professors of divinity, 
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most of the orientalists and theologians in the university; and also 

a few men who went by habit from college to college for each 
funeral. 

The wind had dropped, but the skies were low outside and a steady 
rain fell all day. Every light in the chapel was burning, and as they 
entered people blinked their eyes after the sombre daylight. The 

flowers on the coffin smelt sweet and sickly. There was a heavy quiet 
even when the chapel was packed. 

Despard-Smith recited the service, and Gay, less dispirited than 
anyone there, chanted his responses with lusty vigour. ‘Lord, have 
mercy upon us/ cned Despard-Smith: and I could distinguish Roy 
Calvert s voice, light, reedy, and abnormally dear, as he said Amen. 

Despard-Smith put into the service an eulogy of Royce. On the 
night the news of the death came to the combination room, Despard- 
Smith had spoken simply and without thinking: ‘he was a very 
human man . But by now he had had time to drink, and he pr£ 

mrntZi f \ Sam A Pr T C - “ u C had d ° nC S ° ° ften * <0ur fiRt Noughts 

mmtT V T Y “ 1 ® iction - • • ' G***® * their loss 

hlS “““g"® know ours to be so catastrophic that only 
our fatth can give us hope of building up this society again. We 

^tLT7 7,7'" 0t J- whom we all vle£7, Z t 

k f who devoted all his life to searching for 

7/7 b L UC 7 7 d faithfil1 frimi of os have had theble*. 

Sh7 for^ T P * UfC " il ' 1C - We how no one ever turned 
to hun for help in vain; no one ever found him to hold malice in his 

heart or any fcmd of uncharitableness; no one even believed“e ™ 

“ Uddnd « heard him ntter^ 

a s^^he^d H ^t7^° y “ : hfa T l0!t **“*“■«» 

&iot twitch of a smile on his lip^ ^ ° (P ™'’ thcre w “ the 

lows were allonym TLi/ord the Newmarket Road. The fel- 

At the cemetery, we stood under umbrellas rol^X grave. 
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Despard-Smidi spoke the last words, and the earth rattled on the 
coffin. 

We drove back, more quickly now, in the same group. The rain 
still pelted down without a break, but we all felt "an inexplicably 
strong relief. We chatted with comfort, sometimes with animation: 
Francis Gcdiffe and Roy, who rarely had much to say to each other, 
exchanged a joke about Katherine’s father. There were wild spirits 
latent in each of us just then, if our conventions had given us any 
excuse. As it was, when the taxis drew up at the college, knots of 
fellows stood in the shelter of the great gate. The same pulse of energy 
was passing round. I expected one result to be that the truce would be 
broken by dinner time that night. 
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*A Good Day for the College* 


Actually, it took twenty-four hours for die truce to break in 
earnest. Then a rumour went round that Nightingale had threatened 
to ‘speak out’. It was certainly true that Francis Gctliffe spent the 
afternoon arguing with Luke; I heard of the conversation from Luke 
himself, who could not bear to be separated for an hour from his 
work just then. His fresh skin had lost most of its colour, there were 
rings under his eyes, and he said angrily: ‘You’d have thought Getliffe 
was the last man in the bloody place to keep anyone away from the 
lab. -just when the whole box of tricks may be tumbling out.* 

You look tired,’ I said. 


I m not too tired to work,’ he retorted. 

‘What did you tell Getliffe t* 

‘Everyone else in this blasted college may change their minds 
twice a week, sard young Luke, who was frantic with hope, who had 
anyway given up being tactful with me. ‘But / bloody well donV 
Franas s attempt was fatr enough, and so was another by Winslow 
to pepuade me. Neither caused any comment, in contrast to a ‘By- 

toX flvsh 7 ° ICuht f '° “ch fcUow on December loth, 

the M l y h |, N 'f htlI i g ^ C P ut down a Hat of Crawford’s claims to 

S w'fe^L ofthe ““*■ “ bc 

tocv a tlh or “ u 0 ' truc «>f a candidate’s”wife, and 

Ulcy attach great weight to this consideration.’ 

talZ B d C m^f' 0 W ^e t£7ff d - Smlth *** ^ ' 

come into " wb “ >8°' who had not 

Nighdngale^^?toT. ' Walkcd “ •&* grace. 

■rone. Jalo saTro ' b^rr" 8 ° f ^ but was 

Occasionallvlie V**T. !» -d Roy. 
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Nightingale he had come there to ignore, and not a word was 

spoken about the Mastership, cither in hall or in the combination 
room. 

As I was having breakfast next morning, December nth, Brown 
came in, pink and businesslike. 

‘ I’ve been wondering whether to answer Nightingale’s latest effort,’ 
he said, sitting in the window-seat. ‘But I’m rather inclined to leave 
it alone. Any reply is only likely to make bad worse. And I’ve got a 
sneaking hope that, now he’s started putting things on paper, he may 
possibly give us something to take hold of. I did sketch out a letter, 
but I had last minute qualms. I don’t like it, but it’s wise to leave things 
as they are.’ 

‘How are they?' I asked. 

* I won’t pretend to you that I’m entirely comfortable,’ said Brown. 
‘Though mind you it’s necessary tor both of us to pretend to the other 
side. And perhaps’ - he looked at me - ‘it’s even more necessary to 
pretend to our own. But, between ourselves, things aren’t p annin g 
out as they should. I haven’t had a reply from Eustace Pilbrow. I sent 
off cables to every possible address within an hour after poor Royce 
died. And I sent off another batch yesterday. I shall believe Pilbrow 
is coming back to vote when I sec him walking through the gate.’ 
He went on: 

T had another disappointment last night. I went round with 
Chrystal to make another try- to lobby old Gay. Well, we didn’t 
get any distance at all. The old boy is perfectly well up to it, but he 
won’t talk about anything except his responsibility for presiding 
over the college during the present period. He read the statutes to us 
again. But we didn’t begin to get anywhere.' 

T wish you’d taken me,’ I said sharply. 

‘I very much wanted to take Chrystal,’ said Brown. He saw that I 
was annoyed (for I did not believe they had ever been good at flatter¬ 
ing Gay), and he spoke more frankly about his friend than at any time 
before. 4 1 feel it’s a good idea to - keep up his interest in our campaign. 
He’s never been quite as enthusiastic as I should like. I have had to 
take it into account that he’s inclined to be temperamental.' 

The telephone bell rang. Was Mr Brown with me? Mr Chrystal 
was trying to trace him urgently. Brown offered to go to Chrystal s 
rooms; no, the Dean was already on his way up to mine. 
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Chrystal entered briskly, his eyes alight with purpose and the 
sense of action. 

It s a good day for the college,’ he said at once. 

What’s happened?’ asked Brown, quick and suspicious. 

I don t think I’m entitled to say much more till this afternoon,’ 

said Chrystal. He was revelling in this secret. ‘But I can tell you that 

Despard-Smith received a letter from Sir Horace by the first post 

to-day. It’s very satisfactory, and that’s putting it mildly. There’s one 

thing that s a bit cranky, but you'll hear for yourselves soon enough. 

I d like to tell you the whole story, but Despard showed me the letter 
m confidence.’ 

‘It sounds perfectly splendid,’ said Brown. 

‘Despard didn’t sec how we could do anything about it until we’d 

elected a Master. But I insisted that it would be lamentable to hold 

back the news of something as big as this,’ Chrystal said. ‘I had to tell 

Despard straight out that I wasn’t prepared to let that happen. If 

e wouldn t summon an informal meeting himself, I would do it off 
my own bat. 

Brown^^ affably at hi, friend 1 , brisk triumphant air. 
Wonderful, he said again. 

If ° W 7r lcf V L V I C BOt C ° Ue 8 c °®« "tuning round to 

fo S Q fT P d “? fie T 0 n - !t 5 h ° cked ° ,dD “P“ d •»«> much 
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commanding offi« r P who stood watching us, like a 
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^d^lTu^uotlt thaU dlCre was a murmur, but Despard-Smith 

got to ay that 1 conuder this meeting is definitely irregular. 


205 


The Masters 

I find myselfin a dilemma. It would be scandalous not to let the college 
know as soon as I properly can of a communication which I received 
this morning. On the other hand I cannot conceal from myself that 
the communication was sent to me under the misunderstanding that 
I still had the status of Deputy for the Master. I do not see the way 
dear for the college to receive an official communication during the 
dies non while there is a vacancy in the office of Master. I see grave diffi¬ 
culties whatever view we deride upon.' 

At last, Despard-Smith was persuaded to take the chair (which, as 
Roy whispered, he had been determined to do all the time). He 
began: 

‘The least irregular course open to us in my judgement is for me to 
disclose to you in confidence die contents of the communication 
I received this morning. I am p-positivc that we cannot reply except 
to explain that I am no longer Deputy’ but that the letter will be laid 
before the new Master as soon as he is elected. Very well. The com¬ 
munication is from Sir Horace Timberlake, who I believe is a relative 
of one of our recent men. It will ultimately call for some very difficult 
derisions by the college, but perhaps I had better read it. 

Dear Mr Deputy, 

During the past year I have had many interesting talks upon the failure 
of the college. I have had the privilege in particular of hearing the views of 
Dr Jago (I wondered for a second if Sir Horace had timed his letter 
to assist Jago in the election; he was quite capable of it) 'and frequently 
those of Mr Brown and Mr Chrystal. I should like to add my own small 
share to helping the college, feeling as I do its invaluable benefts to my 
nephew and the great part I can see it playing in the world. I am clear that 
the most useful assistance anyone can give the college at the present time is 
the endowment of fellowships, and I am clear that a substantial proportion 
should be restricted to scientific and engineering subiects. I wish to lay the 
minimum conditions upon the college, but I should not be living up to my 
own ideas of the future if I did not ask you to accept this stipulation. Ij the 
college can see its way to agree, I should be honoured to transfer to you a 
capital sum oj ft 20,000 (there was a whistle from someone at the 
table) ‘ which I take to be the equivalent to the endowment of six fellow¬ 
ships. This capital sum will be made over in seven equal yearly instalments, 
until the attire endowment is in your hands by 1944- Four oj these six 
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fellowships are to be limited to scientific and engineering subjects and one 
is to be held tn any subject that the college thinks ft. You will appreciate 
that this letter is not a formal offer and I shall crystallize my ideas further if I 
learn that the general scheme is acceptable to the college. I shall ako be able 
to crystallize my ideas about the one remaining fellowship which / hope to 
designate for a special purpose I saw some puzzled frowns and could 
not imagine what was coming. * The best way to make a contribution to 
my purpose has not yet presented itself to me, but I am desirous of using 
this fellowship to help in the wonderful work of-* - Despard-Smith read 
solemnly - 'Mr Roy Calvert, by which I was so tremendotisly impressed 
Possibly his work could be aided by a fellowship on special terms, but no 
doubt we can pursue these possibilities together. I am not sufficiently 
conversant with your customs to know whether you attach distinguishing 

titles to your endowments, and I should not wish in any case even to express 
a view on such a delicate topic.* 


Someone whistled again as Despard-Smith finished. There were 
glances at Roy Calvert, who was looking serious. A rustle went 
omid the table. The only person who stayed quite soil was Winslow 

throu6hout *■ *-*■• 

foresee grave difficulties,’ said Despard-Smith. ’I am positive 

couldpo W l, n y“ecid:ma“ m C ° midCrati ° Q ^ege 
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‘I’m afraid that I’m compelled to disagree,’ said Brown, settling 
himself comfortably to enjoy passing a good round compliment to 
Chrystal. ‘1 he sense of the college is absolutely right in thinking that 
we owe this magnificent endowment to the Dean, as no one is in a 
better position to appreciate than I am. If other fellows had been able 
to witness the time and trouble, the boundless time and trouble, 
that die Dean has bestowed upon securing this benefaction, I can 
assure the college that its sense of indebtedness to him would be even 
more overwhelming than it is. For his untiring devotion and un- 
unparalleled skill, I believe we ought to rank the Dean himself 
among the great benefactors of this society.’ 

‘I associate myself wholeheartedly with those remarks,’ said 
Craw'ford. Francis Gctliffc and others said hear, hear. 

‘I feel we also owe the deepest gratitude to our other colleague 
Brown,’ said Jago. I joined in the applause, even Nightingale said 
an amiable word. Roy Calvert grinned. 

‘The old boy has unbelted to some purpose,’ he said. ’I wonder 
how many free meals he could have taken oft us before we gave him 
up.’ 

‘You’re not in a position to complain,’ said Chrystal severely, 
provoked because Roy did not seem weighed down by his obligation. 

‘Certainly not.’ Roy was still grinning. ‘But it would have been 
beautiful if the old boy’s patience hadn’t given out.’ 

‘It will make your subject, young man,’ Crawford reproved him. 

‘Just so. We’ll polish it off,’ said Roy. 

Winslow had not yet spoken. Words went to and fro across the 
table, expressing gratification, mild misgivings, disapproval from 
some that Roy Calvert had been singled out, triumphant emphasis 
from Brown, Jago, and myself. In all of these exchanges Winslow took 
no part, but went on sitting with his head bent down - until at last, 
w'hcn the table happened to fall silent, he looked up from under his lids. 

‘I confess that 1 am not particularly confident of disentangling the 
sense of this remarkable letter,’ he said. ‘The style of our worthy 
friend is not apparently designed to reveal his meaning. But correct 
me if I am wrong - I gather some members of the college have been 
discussing this benefaction with Sir Horace?’ 

‘In the vaguest terms you can possibly imagine, said Brown, 
prompt and emollient. ‘Put it another way: Sir Horace asked me 

208 



'A Good Day for the College* 

among others one or two questions, and it wouldn’t have been 
ordinary decent manners not to reply. I imagine the Dean was placed 
in the same rather embarrassing position.’ 

It must have been most embarrassing,’ said Winslow. ‘I take it, 

my dear Tutor, you were forced most unwillingly to discuss the 
finances of the college?’ 

Roy Calvert was scribbling on a piece of paper. He passed it to 
me along the table: it read ’ Winslow will never recover from this* 
t Natui a Uy we shouldn’t consider ourselves competent,’ said Brown. 
No one’s got a greater respect for the Dean’s financial acumen than 
I have - but, if either of us had had the remotest idea that Sir Horace 
was going to make a definite proposition without giving us time to 
look round our first thought would have been to go straight to the 


‘That doesn’t need saying,’ Chrystal joined in. 
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‘I couldn’t consider it,’ said Chrystal, and Brown murmured in 
support. 

‘This is disastrous,’ said Despard-Smith. 

There were the usual exclamations of regret, incredulity, desire 
that Winslow should think again, that followed any resignation in 
the college. They were a shade more hurried than usual, they were 
more obviously mingled with relief. Despard-Smith remembered 
that no resignation could be offered or accepted while the college was 
without a Master. ‘In that case,’ said Winslow, ‘the new Master will 
have a pleasant duty for his first.’ His grim sarcasm was more re¬ 
pelling than ever now, and there was no warmth in the attempts to 
persuade him back. No one dared to be sorry for him. Then suddenly 
Jago burst out: 

‘This is a wretched exchange.’ 

‘I don’t follow you,’ said Crawford. 

‘I mean,’ Jago cried, ‘that we’re exchanging a fine Bursar for a 
rich man’s charity. And I don’t like it.’ 

‘It’s not our fault,’ said Chrystal sharply. 

‘That doesn’t make it any more palatable.’Jago turned to his old 
enemy and his eyes were blazing. ‘Winslow, I want you to believe 
that we’re more distressed than we can say. If this choice had lain with 
us, you mustn’t be in any doubt what we should have chosen. Sir 
Horace would have had to find another use for his money. We can t 
forget what you’ve done for us. In one office or another, you ve 
guided this college all your life. And in your ten years as Bursar the 
college has never been so rich.’ 

Winslow’s caustic smile had left him, and he looked abashed an 
downcast. 

‘That’s no thanks to me.’ he said. 

‘Won’t you reconsider it?’ cncdjago. 

Winslow shook his head. 

The meeting broke up soon after, and Roy Calvert and I went tor a 
stroll in the garden. A diick mist was gathering in the early evening, 
and the trees stood out as though in a Japanese print. We talked over 
the afternoon. Roy had enough trace of malice to feel triumphant; tie 
imitated the look on some of dicir faces, as they heard of the bequest 
to him. ‘Sir Timbcrlakc’s a bit of a humorist,’ he said. Oh dear, . 
shall have to become respectable and stuffed. They’ve got me at last. 
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We walked into the ‘wilderness’, and I mentioned Winslow. 
Roy frowned. We were both uncomfortable; we shared a perverse 
affection for him, we had not liked to watch his fall, we had admired 
Jago s piece of bravura at the end. But we were uneasy. Somehow 
we felt that he had been reckless and indiscreet; we wished he would 
be quiet until the election. Roy showed an unusual irritation. ‘He 
will overdo tilings, he said. ‘He never will learn sense. All this en¬ 
thusiasm about Winslow s work as Bursar. Absurd. Winslow’s been 
<hm as a Bursar. Chrystal would be much better. I should be an 
extremely good Bursar myself. They’d never let me be. They 
wouldn t t hin k I was sound.’ ^ 

It seemed odd, but all he said was true. 

Then we saw Winslow himself walking through the mist, his 
ong heavy-footed stride noiseless on the sodden grass 
Hullo, Winslow,’ said Roy. ‘We were talking^ you.’ 

Were you, said Winslow. ‘Is there much to fay,’ * 

Quite a lot,’said Roy. 7 

;Wlm shah you do, now you’ve got some leisure,’ I asked. 
Nothing I can t start anything new.’ 

There s plenty of time,* I said. 

1 Jft 2d to'Sink I 

come to nothing/ everything I’ve touched has 

Roy and I looked at each other and knew ir 
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CHAPTER 32 

The Virtues oj the Other Side 

While wc were walking round the garden, Roy Calvert asked 
Winslow to go with him to the pictures. Winslow was puzzled by 
the invitation, grumbled that he had not been for years, and yet was 
touched. In the end, they went oft together and I was left in search of 
Brown. 

1 wanted to talk to him alone, for I still thought it might be worth 
while for me to go round to Gay’s. But, when I arrived, Chrystal 
was just sitting down. He was smoking a pipe, and his expression 
was not as elated as it had been that morning. Even when Brown 
produced a bottle of madcira - ‘it needs something rather out of the 
ordinary to dnnk Sir Horace’s health ’ - Chrystal responded with a 
smile that was a little twisted, a little wan. He was dispirited because 
his triumph, like all triumphs, had not been as intoxicating as he had 
imagined it. 

He emptied his glass absently, and smoked away. He interrupted 
a conversation with a sharp question: 

‘What was your impression of this afternoon 

‘My impression was,’ said Brown, who sensed that his friend 
needed heartening, ‘that everyone realizes you’ve done the best day s 
work for the college that anyone has ever done.’ 

‘Not they. They just take it for granted,’ said Chrystal. 

‘Evcn onc was full of it,’ said Brown. 

'I believe they think we’ve treated Winslow badly. That s the 
thought they’ve gone away with.’ Chrystal added, with hurt and 
angry force: ‘Jago is amusing* 

‘He wanted to soften the blow,’ said Brown. 

‘There may have been a bit of policy in it, I suggested. He may 
have wanted to make a gesture. He’s bound to be thinking of the 
election.’ 

‘Certainly. I was glad to sec him showing some political sense at 
last.’ said Brown. He had followed my lead with his unceasing vigi¬ 
lance: he knew' it was untrue, as well as I did: we were trying to 
take Chrystal’s attention away. 
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4 1 don’t believe it, Eliot,’ retorted ChrystaL 
He s not a simple character,’ I went on. 

‘I give you that,’ ChrystaJ said. ‘By God, I give you that. And 
there’s something I wouldn’t confess outside this room.’ He paused 
and looked at us. ‘There are times,’ he said slowly, ‘when I see the 
other side’s case against Jago. He’s too much up and down. He’s all 
over you one minute. Then he discovers some reason for getting under 
one s skin as he did this afternoon. I say, 1 wouldn’t confess it outside 
this room, but there are times when I have my doubts. Don’t you* 
Either of you?* 7 

^No, said Brown with absolute firmness. 

i ° f 7*** yo " ** yis 1 said * ‘ But 1 bought it over when 

h^H^l^ohV ’ 1 ^ 1 BcIlCVC 1C enough to count against 

‘Not more than you did?* 

‘No, less,* I said. 

‘I hope you’re right,* said Chrystal. 

Then ChrystaJ said, with a pretence of off-handedness: 

•I AW?* “ l °° k . aS 11101,611 we ’ re 8 oin g to S ct in.* 

Pill? FT Said BrOWn ’ but ** c y« ^crc piercing. 

Has Pilbrow cabled back to you yet?* g 

Not yet.’ 

^■There you are. I shall expect him when I see him. Sometime next 

• 1 VC " evcr known you rush to conclusions so fast,’ Brown 
*you have done over this election.’ A deep frown had settled on 1* 

ahl'u^ “peo 8 !^ d’ '*» I heard 

‘I J . ple saU doQ * bow what we’ve lost.’ 

to play oS. “ 3 rCaS ° n ’’ BrOWn ^or not settling down 

<l£mCd &CC ' Y ° U «“'* drn Y «W 

the v"^e y 6 - ^ ^ reP ‘ y fr ° m PUbr ° W ’ a bad a eD- And 

fere’s nothing at all sensible to be done.’ 

Nothing at all.’ I added. 

that absolutely true,’ Chrystal was talking to Btown in a tone 
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of great reason and friendliness. ‘Look, I’ll put up a case for you to 
knock down. We threatened those two prima donnas diat if they 
didn’t play we’d settle on a third candidate. The other side were 
only too anxious to come in. Men like old Despard and Gediffc 
didn’t like this lamentable position any more than we did. And I 
don’t believcCrawford did. I’ve got some respect for their judgement 
Did you notice that they were very forthcoming this afternoon? 
More than some of their own side. Well, I should like to know their 
line of thought to-night. What do they expect? They know it’s 6-6 
as well as we do. Do you think they’ve heard about Pilbrow?’ 

‘I should dunk that it’s extraordinarily unlikely.’ 

4 1 should like to know,’ said Chrystal, ‘whedicr their thoughts 
have turned to a third candidate again.’ 

Brown was flushed. 

‘It’s possible dicy may have,’ he said, ‘but it wouldn’t be a very 
profitable speculation. It couldn’t get anywhere unless we were fool¬ 
ish enough to meet diem half-way.’ 

‘I shouldn’t like to dismiss it,’ said Chrystal. 

‘I’m sorry to hear you say so,’ said Brown. 

‘We should have to feel our way. We shouldn’t have to give 
away a point. But I should like a chance to explore it.’ 

‘Have they made any approaches? ’ I asked. 

‘Not to me,’ said Chrystal. 

' Do you intend to i * 

He looked truculent. 

‘Only if I see an opening,* he said. 

*1 very much hope you won’t,’ said Brown sternly and with great 
weight. 

‘It’s only as a last resort. If we can’t get our man in.’ All the time 
Chrystal was trying to placate Brown, trying to persuade him all 
was well: he was working to get rid of the heavy, anxious, formidable 
frown that had stayed on Brown’s face. ‘After all,’ said Chrystal, 
widi his trace of the gamin, ‘you didn’t like our last effort. But it 
came off.* 

‘We were luckier dian we deserved.’ 

‘We need a bit of luck.’ 

‘Nothing will reconcile me,’ said Brown, ‘to any more approaches 
from our side. They can only give the others one impression. And 
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that is, without putting too fine a point on it, that we’ve lost faith in 
our man.* 

He looked at Chrystal. 

‘I realize you’ve always had your misgivings,’ he went on. ‘But 

that s all the more reason why you shouldn’t have any dealings with 

the other side. This isn’t the time to give them any inkling that 

you re not a whole-hogger. The only safe course is to leave them in 
their ignorance/ 


‘If they make a move?* 

We ought to cross that bridge when we come to it.’ Then Brown 
1 m SOrry J a S° lct tongue run away with him this after- 


4 


That didn t affect me one way or 
It doesn’t alter the situation.’ 


the other,’ Chrystal said curtly. 


‘We’d better all sleep on it,’ said Brown. ‘I 

to-morrow that we’ve got to sit tight. It’s the 
thing to do. 


expect you’ll agree 
only statesmanlike 


■I should lct you know,- said Chrystal, -before I spoke to anyone.' 
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CHAPTER 3 3 

That Which Dies Last 


The next day, December 12 th, began for me with a letter which 
took my mind right away from the college. When I dined in hall that 
night, my private preoccupation had so affected me that I felt I was 
a visitor from outside. The college was full of rumours, hushed 
conversation, tctc-cl-tctcs\ in the combination room Francis Getliffe 
and Winslow spent several minutes talking in a comer. The chief 
rumours that night were that an informal meeting of the whole 
college was to be held to discuss the deadlock: and that Nightingale 
was just on die point of sending round another flysheet. 

1 had three impressions of extreme sharpness. The first was that 
Brown was deeply troubled, even more than he had been during 
die talk widi Chrystal the previous night. Chrystal was not dinin g, 
and Brown slipped away by himself immediately after hall. I did 
not get the chance of a word widi him. My second impression was diat 
Nightingale behaved as though he had somcdiing up his sleeve. And 
die diird, and much the strongest, was that Jago felt that night 
assured that he was in. 

Perhaps, I thought, it was one of those intermissions that come in 
any period of anxiety: one is waiting for an answer, one goes to bed 
anxious, wakes up for no reason suffused with hope, suffused with 
hope so strong diat it seems the answer has already come. 

Anyway, J ago was quite relaxed, his voice easy; he did not have 
to clown; he did not make a remark which drew attention to himself. 
He spoke to Crawford with such friendliness, such quiet warmth, 
such subdued but natural confidence, diat Crawford seemed out of 
his depth. He had never seen his rival like this before, he had never 
felt die less comfortable of die two. 

1 walked away from the combination room with Jago. He had 
promised to show me a small comet which had become visible a 
night or two before, and we climbed to the top of a staircase in die 
second court. There, looking over the garden to the cast, he made 
me sec a blur of light close to the faintest star of die Great Bear. He 
had been an amateur astronomer since childhood, and from the 
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stars he gained, despite his unbelief, something close to a religious 
emotion. 

The silence of the infinite spaces did not terrify him. He felt at one 

with the heavens; it was through them that he knew a sense of the 

unseen. But he only spoke of what he could observe. That night, he 

told me W'here the comet would have reached by the same time next 

day: how fastit was travelling: the size of its orbit: how long it would 
be before man saw it again. 

Coming down the stairs, he was full of happiness. He was not even 
much excited when he saw Pilbrow’s door open and his servant 
lighting a fire. I went in and asked the reason, and was told that Pil- 

SX Cgram & ° m L ° Dd0n> hc ™„ g 

Jago heard the servant’s answers from the landing, and I did not 

olTblv* 1 was hack. ‘He’s a wonderful 

n Said / ag j‘ f* C not sa y k with emphasis; for him, the 

adjustcompleted the well-being of an evening He said a coated 

good mght, and walked at a leisurely pace along the path to his house. 

had notscen him walk so slowly since that afternoon of our first 
party meeting, when he felt the Mastership lay in his hands. 

Once at least he lifted his eyes to the stars. 

It was well past one o’clock next morning, and I was writing hv 
my fire, when I heard the clang of the trreat cratVc K 11 . ® ^ 

' ft? *• “* 

ruddily sunbXcdi y<>lmeer ^ He 

r d iS* Patchcs on d * topof 

Slavs - _ XX S1X h ° U K, : ‘ 8 j' ? pUt 1 S P !it I I like the 
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and watch them.... Also extremely prudish. Why do people get 
steadily more beautiful as you go south-east from the Brenner? 
The Tyrolese are lovely. The Dalmatians are better still. They also 
get more prudish as they get more beautiful. The Tyrolese arc 

moderately prudish. The Dalmatians extremely_I suppose it’s a 

law of nature. A very stupid one too.’ 

I could scarcely get in a word. He had been flown most of the way 
home. He had been travelling for two days: his checks shone, he did 
not seem in die least tired. 

Soon he said, earnestly and without introduction: 

‘Eliot, things arc worse in Europe than they have been in my time. 

‘You mean politically?’ 

* All our friends are in danger. Everything you and I believe in is 
going. ... Our people are just sitting by and watching. And dining 
in the best houses. Bloody fools. Snobs. Snobbery will make this 
country commit suicide. These bloody snobs can’t sec who their 
enemies are. Or who are their friends. When a country is blinding 
itself to that, it’s in a bad way.’ 

He told me of some of his doings. He had somehow managed to 
visit his friends in a concentration camp. He was a very brave old man. 
He was also an acute one, underneath the champagne-like gaiety. 

‘I came to tell you,’ he said suddenly. ‘That’s why I was glad to sec 
your light. I wanted to tell you before anyone else. I can’t vote for 
Jago. I can’t vote for someone who won’t throw his weight in on our 
side. It’s your side as well as mine. That’s why I came to tell you 
first. ... 

I was taken aback. I should not have been so surprised at the out¬ 
set. I knew it had worried him, but I thought he had come to terms 
and satisfied himself. It would not have astonished me if he had 
found some reasonable excuse and stayed away. But I was not pre¬ 
pared for his journey home, his ebullient entry, and then this. I had 
not recovered myself when I asked flatly: 

‘What are you going to do?’ 

4 Vote for the other man,’ said Pilbrow without a pause. He s on 
the right side. He’s always been on the right side. We can trust him 

in that way.’ 

I tried to shake off the shock, and do my best. I retraced the argu¬ 
ments I had had with Francis Gctlifl'e. I searched for anything that 
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might influence him: I told him that the three youngest fellows in the 
college were all suppordngjago - it was not like Pilbrow, I reproached 
him, to leave the side of youth. But he was obdurate — sometimes a 
little flustered in speech, but quite unshaken . 

I tried once more. 

You know I feel about the world as strongly as you,' I said. ‘If 
that’s possible.’ 

Pilbrow smiled, pleased by the remark. 

You do know, don’t you?' 

‘Of course,’ Pilbrow replied. ‘Of course. More than any of 

No, I said. Not more than Getliffe or young Luke. But as much. 

Anyway, I take an even blacker view than you. I’m beginning to feel 
it like a personal sorrow. & 

, 7S Y “J’ PUbr ° w ; have got to bo very 

bad before they make one feel like that. But they arc - ™ 

J”,”’- 1 <=“»’* believe that it ought to afTert us here. 

We re choosmg from two human beings.’ I waited, in the hope it 
would fiW You ve always liked Jago, haven’t you,’ ^ 

waII’ PdbrOW “ ° DCe - ‘ He ’ S "»»• He's got a great gift of 

'You don’t care for Crawford?* 

'I’m neutral to him,’ said Pilbrow. 

If the books you’ve devoted youTufe m dLn„ J ^ t0 toucL 
wouldn’t notice the thfferencT” *° di “ Pp,a " d borrow, he 

’No But - Pilbrow’s bright brown eyes were troubled. 

going to pJowrlc'dlfferen” f Smfy y ° U ' re n0t 

that you’ll just vote for a two ' You ’ rc “^8 

what human b^m^f’ 80 ' *" yOU * forget 

We’ve got to sacrifice something.' 
and spoke with vigour. ‘If W c don 
be nothing left at all.* 

I made a last attempt 

■oL^rtin^ for jag °*’ 1 ^ 


lumiu 1115 TOngUC, 

sacrifice something, there’ll 
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‘You know it will be far worse than that.* 

‘Yes.’ 

‘For you it wouldn’t have mattered much - at any time. Would 
it ? You’re not such a diffident man as Paul Jago, you know. You 
couldn’t pin your self-esteem on to a job. You’ve never given a damn 
whether people elected you to masterships or presidencies of buffaloes’ 
clubs. It’s not people like you who arc ambitious for posiuons, 
Eustace. It is people like Jago - who need some support from outside. 
And he needs it intolerably. If he doesn’t get the Mastership, it will 
hurt him more than anyone imagines. It won’t be just disappointing. 
It will break his heart.’ 

I added: 

‘Don’t you agree?’ 

‘I’m afraid so.’ 

‘Doesn’t it affect vou?’ 

* It’s a pity,’ said Pilbrow. ‘He’ll recover in time. They always ... 

He broke off. His tone was almost light-hearted, and I knew it 
was no good. Then he said, with extraordinary' vigour, his eyes shin¬ 
ing like brown beads, his whole body clenched with energy: 

‘I can’t bear to have anyone say that I helped the WTong side. 
I can’t do as much as I should like, but I shall throw in my weight 
wherever I can. I hope I have a few years left to do it.’ 

I knew it w'as no good. There w r as nothing to be done. No one 
could move Pilbrow now. He would vote for Crawford to the end. 

And I felt something else. His vigour was marvellous and enviable: 
I wished I could imagine being so radiant at seventy-four; and yet, 
for the first time, I saw him overtaken by age. 

A few years before he would not have said of Jago, as though 
human feelings were tiresome, ‘he’ll recover in time . But in fact 
he had come to die point where human feelings were tiresome - no, 
not tiresome so much as remote, trivial, a litde comic. That was the 
sign of age. Pilbrow had been a man of strong affections. But diosc 
affections died off, except the strongest of all; as he became old, he 
could only feel moved by the great themes of his life; all else cooled 
down, although he struck no one as old, certainly not himself. And 
where he did not feel himself, he lost his sympathy for offers’ feelings. 
They did not seem important. Very litde seemed important. Just 
as a mature man dismisses calf love with a smile, because he can no 
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longer feel it (though it may once have caused him the sharpest pain), 
so Pilbrow, that vigorous old man, smiled indifferendy at the triumphs 
and sufferings of the middle-aged. Suddenly one encountered blank¬ 
ness at a point where one expected sympathy and response. He 
looked just as he had looked ten years before; he could still feel 
passionately about his deepest concerns; but those concerns were 
narrowing, and one knew at last that he was growing old. 

At times he knew it. At times he could not help but know it. So 
he dung more ardendy to that which moved him still. It was that 
which died last. For Pilbrow, who had befriended so many, who had 
spent a life-time in good causes, who had fought with body and mind, 
it was the ^cturc of himself still ‘throwing in his weight’ on the 
side of light. That rang out of his last words. In them one heard the 
essence of the man: he was stripped by age of all that did not matter: 
and age revealed his vital core. In a sense, he was self-centred - more 
so than many men whose lives were selfish by the side of his. He 
was sweet-disposinoncd, he was the most generous of men, but 
nothing could make him forget his picture of himself. That night I 
was too much upset to care, but later on it made me feel more brodier- 

SflSSJ* \ t °°r “ m Wm goodne* that some did; 
but felt the comradeship of common flesh, as well as great tenderness 

thl lubnaous - mdomi table, and generous old man. with 

Sc f " rc , sard dut nothin S °n earth could move. 

He did1 not realize that I was deeply upset by his news. He went on 

taking about a Croatian writer, and it was getting on for four when 
he said that he was looking forward to a good long night. 

I was too much disturbed to go to bed myself. I decided to wake 

.p i™ tt' ‘s ” 

noticed the dedinfnn, ^ 67 7 ckcd on 1115 lowest table, and I 

H^w^rT A f, ^ T 8C IN MBMORY VERNON ROYCH. 

~ an^S h^ , had DOt fcn0W " the 

took some dm^akltm ' CPt “ ™ „ 

wort y ° U ° fa <W '' hc ***■ Thc y were his first coherent 
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Let me go to sleep. Rescue my books yourself. Is it a fire? I need 
to go to sleep.’ 

He looked tousled and flushed, and, though his hair was already 
thinning, very young. 

‘I m very worried,’ I said, and he shook himself into consciousness. 

He jumped out of bed, and put on a dressing-gown while I told 
him of Pilbrow. 

‘Bad. Bad,’ said Roy. 

He was still sleepy, but we moved into the sitting-room, and he 
warmed himself over the remnants of die fire. 

‘What is our move, old boy?’ 

‘Wc may be losing. I’m afraid for Jago now.’ 

‘Just so. That gets us nowhere. What is our move?* 

He took out his box of bricks and arranged the sides again. ‘ 7-6 
for Crawford. That’s die worst it’s been.’ 

‘We’ve got nothing to lose if we tackle any of them. I wish wc had 
before. We certainly ought to try everything we know on old Gay, 

I said. 

‘Just so. I like the sound of diat. Ah. Indeed,’ said Roy. He smiled 
at me. 'Don’t be too worried, old boy.’ 

'We’ll try anything, but the chances are against us.’ 

‘I’m sorry for poor old Jago. You’re frightfully sorry, aren’t you? 
He’s got hold of your imagination. Never mind. We’ll do our dam¬ 
nedest.’ Roy was enjoying the prospect of action. Then he smiled 
at me again. ‘It’s extremely funny for me to be consoling you.’ 
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CHAPTER 34 

Obligations of Love 

A k TH R j GH u I h n d ^ 0a]y a fcw hours ' sIcc P» 1 was lying wakeful 
when BidwelJ called me. He drew the blind and let in the grey half- 

light of the December morning: I turned away, longing for sleep 
again, I wanted to shirk the day. ** 

Bidwcll had not lit the fire in my sitting-room early enough; there 

bW ° n ' y , Sp , Um of fla “ e ““““B the great lumps of co2 Smoke 
“ fttc « **™* cold and taw in the lofty room. I 

mvfdfT h ^T hCa T Uy t0 my br «kfhst. With an effort; I roused 

Lri t Tf “T f ° r B ' dweU - Hc entcred ™th his usual 

ZZ jnlZZ &i aymE hC PrOP ° SCd t0 S '“P mta midda y 

PlmCtaiOU5 ta 

they found it necessary to^s^rude^ ^ d "Ky 

cot! ZT^ b^'d^md o^e^ WOuld rccdvc hit 

more bad news to Brown- over b ve r j DOt wam to br eak 
would find out from Pilbrow' breat6it ’ 1 deeded to leave it, he 

had better face t£e “ouh!7 „d Tb “ 1 thought I 

•age, asking BroT™ mth “ “* ° U ‘ “ d " dI with “other mea- 
Hc was busy w^ Z “ he *“* "to coUege. 

eleven o’clo7drat he P eMminadon - “ d it was not i 

at “*"»' H -e you heard about a meeting, ■ he asked 

it - 
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grow up. It’s bad enough having people with cranky opinions in 
the college, saving your presence, Eliot, but it’s a damned scandal 
when they interfere with serious tilings. It’s a damned scandal. I shall 
never think the same of Pilbrow.’ 

It was the first time in the whole year that he had lost his balance. 
At last he said, with regretful bitterness: ‘I suppose we may as well 
tell Chrystal. I should have hoped at one time that he would take it 
as much amiss as I do.’ 

Chrystal listened to the news with attention, and received it quite 
differently from Brown. 

‘Well. That’s that,’ he said. ‘I can’t say I’m much surprised.’ 

His response was mixed from the first moment - mixed, with his 
soft-hearted concern for his friend’s misery, lus guilt at his friend’s 
anger, his delight at a hidden plan, his strong but obscure gratification. 

‘It’s just as well I established contact yesterday,’ he said trium¬ 
phantly. ‘We hadn’t told you, Eliot. Brown was not happy about 
going on. But some people on the other side would welcome a 
meeting. Of everyone who wants to come. Throwing everything into 
the melting pot. I told Brown yesterday it was our best way out. 
Now I’m sure of it.’ 

‘The position was different yesterday.’ 

‘I took it for granted there were floating votes.’ 

‘I don’t want a way out from Jago, and I never should, said 
Brown. 

I asked if the meeting had been decided on. 

*1 don’t think they’ll back out,’ Chrystal replied. ‘I’m not sure if 
they want to.’ 

‘Not even,’ I said, ‘now that they can sec a majorin' for Crawford? 
When they hear about Pilbrow, they’ll feel they’re winning for the 
first time. Why should they want a meeting?’ 

‘They would be very foolish to contemplate such a thing, said 
Brown heavily to Chrystal. ‘Yesterday was a different situation. 
They stood to gain by saying yes to any approach you made. It was 
only decent common sense for them to draw you on. I shouldn t 
think much of their judgement if they hadn’t welcomed any dis¬ 
cussion you liked to suggest. They knew that we were showing our 
weakness.’ 

‘It’s turned out right. It may save us, said Chrystal. 
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* I 'M believe that when 1 see the slightest sign that they’re w illin g 
to compromise - now they’re sitting with the majority/ 

Til see there’s a meeting,’ said Chrystal. ‘It can be done. They’ll 
be willing to compromise.’ 

After lunch, Roy and I were sitting in my rooms. We intended to 
walk out to Gay s house in time for cca; it was no use leaving the 
college until three, for the old man took his afternoon sleep according 
to the time-table which regulated all his actions and which had not 
varied for forty years. 

I had deliberately kept back from Brown and Chrystal that wc 
were making an attempt on Gay. Chrystal was now set on a compro¬ 
mise, and I did not think it safe to tell him. Unless Jago’s chances were 

revived, there was nothing Chrystal would do to help: he was more 
likely to hinder. 

‘Just so,’ said Roy. ‘He’s an interesting man. If he’d been as single- 
minded over poor Jago as he was about making Sir Timberlakc un¬ 
belt, we should have raced home.’ 


We talked about personal politics, of which in different places we 
had now seen a good deal. One point had struck us both: will, sheer 
stubborn will, was more effective than cunning or finesse or subtlety. 

fore/ f Th / a , P; , bUt ^ m ° re ° ne Saw - m ° re was 
forced to the banal conclusion that the man you wanted on your ride 

was the man who believed without a shade of doubt that you were 

nght. Arthur Brown was cunning and resourceful; but he had been 

more powerfully than any of 
us. without any qualifications a, all, he was determined to geTLo 

m. And Crawford ss.de, which had so long been numerically weakS 

began with Dcspard-Smith. Winslow, and Gctliffe, not one of ZhoZ 

ever felt a doubt between Crawford and Jago. In that they were 

tt^vofT WC M tT - 1 f ° r ChryStiI - whose will could be ./strong 
as any of theirs, had had it split throughout the entire struggle ^ 

c/e rSrjfZ* W “ 3 on ^or and 8 M'rs Jago 

ZT '■ and T C “P “ Roy ' S rooms - 1 •“d to find some- 

e - - and burst out crying. I led her to a chair by the fircnlarr 
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Roy and I met each other s glance. Without speaking, we agreed 
to leave her alone. When the weeping became quieter, when the 
convulsions no longer tore her, it was I who stroked her hand. 

‘Tell us,’ I said. 

She tried to summon up her dignity. ‘Mr Eliot, I must apologize 
for diis exhibition,’ she began, with her imitation of Lady Muriel - 
then she began to cry again. 

‘What is the matter?’ I said. 

She tried again to be grand, and then broke down. 

They re all saying - they’re all saying that I’m not fit to go into 
the Lodge.’ 

‘Alice, what do you mean?’ said Roy. 

They all hate me. Everyone here hates me. Even you’ - she 
straightened herself in the chair, her checks glistening with tears, 
and looked at Roy - ‘hate me sometimes.’ 

‘Don’t be foolish.’ 

‘I’m not always as foolish as you think.’ She put a hand to the breast 
of her frock, and drew out a note. I looked at it and so did Roy over 
my shoulder. It was Nightingale’s flysheet. 

Wh3t else docs it mean? ’ she cried. ‘I know I’m an ugly hysterical 
woman. I know I’m no use to anyone. But I’m not as foolish as you 
think. Tell me the truth. If you don’t hate me tell me the truth.’ 

‘We don’t hate you,’ said Roy. ‘We’re very fond of you. So will 
you stop hurting yourself? Then I’ll tell you the truth.’ 

His tone was affectionate, scolding, intimate. She dried her eyes 
and sat quiet. 

‘That paper means what you think,’ said Roy. ‘One or two men 
mean to keep Paul out at any cost. They’re aiming at him through 
you. They’ve done die same through me.’ 

She stared at him, and he added gendy: 

‘You’re not to worry.’ 

‘How can I help worrying?’ she said. The cry was full of pain, 
but there was nothing hysterical in it. 

‘I should like to know how you saw diis paper,’ I said. ‘Did Paul 
leave it about?’ 

‘He’d never be careless about anything diat might upset me - 
don’t you realize he’s always taken too much care of me?’ she said. 
‘No, this one was sent so diat I could sec it for myselfi’ 
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‘Poor thing,’ said Roy. 

‘That must be Nightingale himself,’ I said. ‘What in God’s name 
does he hope for?* 

‘He hopes,’ said Alice Jago, with a flash of shrewdness, ‘that it will 
make me do something silly/ 

‘It might be just malice,’ said Roy. 

‘No, it’s their mic chance to keep Paul out. I’m his only weakness, 
you know I am, she said ‘I suppose they know Paul is bound to be 

riH Ut 5 1 0 "" ? Cy shout n thc P ,acc do '™-’ (Neither Roy nor I realized 
rbanr ™^ *S noram o £the latest news.) ‘I’m their best 

hear iT* T t ‘ t h ” ”°«h*r whisper - I expect I was meant to 

* at t ! ,ey re not e°^e to leave me alone. They think I’m a 
coward. They re sayrng that this note is only a beginning. They 
beheve that I shall want Paul to withdraw.* g 7 

You couldn’t help being frightened,’ said Roy. 

I Car ‘ c Cm al '“ Ilai, 8 about the cried. ‘ I was hysterical 

t0 d °' 1 “ ° Ut ° fthe h °-> 1 <Wt know why 

flyshecr < but > had .T*? ^ ha PP ened ’ Shc >“ d received the 

and with simple feeling. W “ spcakln e- qtuctly, unhappily, 

■I’velrbettg^dw^io'p’urive'l ^ h ? ned 5t ‘"’' shc 

years. I’ve tried sometime but I’ve' n a ^ on ^ aU these 

horrible, but I calTZ™, ,!:;™ 11 ” g-d. , know I’m 

done him so much liarm as thil 1 6 i S W< ? rse * But 1 vc oever 

prevent him being Master How can"// V° U ? ht thcy d usc me to 
they do?’ h W Can 1 stand h °w can I stay here if 

‘Think of Paul,’ said Roy. 

seeing someone ^mov^g Tto^lm’/a ° H ° W m 1 stand 

you think I oughtn’t to wofrv ^mg-room? And I know 

things they’ll say about me? 7 bm h ° W ““ 1 “and the 

;it may not happen,’I said. 

It will happen.* 

‘If it does, you’ll have to harden yoursel£’ 
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‘Do you know what they’ll say?’ she asked me wildly. ‘They’ll 
say I wasn’t good enough for Paul. And instead of doing my best 
for him, I couldn’t resist making a fool of myself with other men. 
It s perfectly true. Though none of them wanted anyone like me.' 
She gave a smile, wan, innocent, and flirtatious. ‘Roy, you know that 
I could have made a fool of myself with you.’ 

‘You’ve always tried to make Paul love you more,’ said Roy. 
‘You’ve never believed that he really loves you, have you? Yet he 
docs.’ 

‘How can he?’ 

Roy smiled: ‘And you love him very much.’ 

‘I’ve never been good enough for him,’ she cried. 

She was wretched beyond anything we could say to her: dis¬ 
appointment pierced her, then shame, then self-disgust. She had 
looked forward so naively, so snobbishly to the Lodge; she had 
boasted of it, she had planned her parties, she had written to her 
family. Could it still be taken away? We guessed thatJago had shielded 
her from all the doubts so far. Could it be taken away through her 
follies? She was sickened by shame; she had ‘made a fool of herself ’ 
and now they might bring it against her. She did not feci guilty 
remorse, she was too deeply innocent at heart for that. She felt 
instead shame and self-hatred, because men spoke ill of her. She had 
never believed diat she could be loved - that was the pain which 
twisted her nature. Now she felt persecuted, unloved, lost, alone. 
Had Paul always pretended to love her out of pity? She believed 
even that - despite the devotion, despite the proofs. 

No one could love her, she knew ever since she was a girl, she never 
had the faintest confidence of being loved. If she could have had a 
little confidence, she thought, she might have given Paul some com¬ 
fort; she would not have been driven to inflict on him die woes of a 
hypochondriac, die venom of a shrew, die faithlessness of one who 
had to find attention. He would never know how abjectly she wor¬ 
shipped him. All she had done was damage him (she saw the letter in 
her hand) so much that she could never make it up. 

It was long past die time when Roy and I had planned to start 
for Gay’s, and we had to give up our project for that day. Nothing 
we said was any help, but it was undrinkable to leave her alone. At 
last she invited us back to her house for tea. She walked between 

228 



US 


Obligations of Love 

~ through the courts. On our way, we were confronted by Nightin¬ 
gale, walking out of college. His hand moved up to his hat, but she 
looked away, with a fixed stare. We heard his footsteps dying away. 

bbe said almost triumphantly: J 

‘They’ve cut me often enough.’ 

In their drawing-room Jago was standing, and the moment we 
entered he put his arm round her shoulders. 

ieave V woT 'r*” 8 < 7f rywhcre for y°“.' he ^ ‘Why didn’t yon 

wSe^bleT d 8 ° Q " Y ° U "*■»>» 

y ° a> ’ ^ Cncd Hc had standing 
e twdight, but she had switched on the hght as we went in hE 

face was haggard, his eyes sunken: even his lip! were p™ ““ 

wi,.^z g by 0 nr;: wid jago - we nodded - ^ » •* 

mikc you » h wy * 

k this my feidt*’ b 

w £ilH ^ -° d ^' 

he’d be the last to take .mynTuce -’^” WhC ° *“ deddcd - “ d 

i ^ou^ S aU CT paS d i°^iT- S h ShOUld<:r ’ 

because of me/ * auJ * 1 couidn t bear it to be 

°^y be thrownaside?* Jag ° b,ttcrl Y. precise reason why I 
m ;Ycsl Yes!' she said. She rounded on me. 'Why didn’t you tell 
1 said: 

• '“ Uldn ' t 1 was sure Paul knew.’ 

t °. h ^fPwoio“ D ° y ° U fedi “ «*>« hoping 

you. Youhe big ^ough Sa to btmh tl rL C vd'i d ' could ‘ouch 

you rc big8er *- ** «• wh7^; y u t, Th ^ know 
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Jago smiled - was it to relieve her, as a parent pretends to an 
anxious child? Or had she brought him comfort? 

He kissed her, and then said to Roy and me: 

‘I am sorry to receive you like this. But the news has knocked me 
out more than I expected.’ 

‘We’re not giving up,’ I said. 

‘I’m not sure,’ said Jago, ‘that I shouldn’t ask you to.’ 

He seemed suddenly tired, passive, and resigned. He sat down in 
his armchair as though the suffering had lost its edge but had worn 
him out. He enquired after tea, and Alice rang for it. Suddenly he 
said to her: 

‘Why did you ask whether it was your fault? What do you know 
about the flysheet? ’ 

She began to speak, then said: ‘No, Paul, I can’t —’ and turned 
to us for aid. I told Jago that someone, presumably Nightingale, had 
made sure that she should see the flysheet: she was afraid there might 
be more attacks upon her: she thought they wanted her to persuade 
Jago to withdraw; she had been in anguish forjago’s sake. 

Very softly, Jago exclaimed. 

Then he spoke to her in a quiet, familiar tone. 

‘I expect to be rejected now. Would you like me to withdraw? 

Tears had come to her eyes, but she did not cry. She could hardly 
speak. At last she managed to say: 

‘No. You must go on.’ 

‘You knew what you had to say.’Jago gave her a smile of love. 

When that smile faded, his expression was still sad and exhausted: 
but in his eyes, as he spoke again, this time to Roy and me, there was 
a flash of energy, a glitter of satanic pride. 

‘I’ve cursed the day that I ever exposed myself to these humilia¬ 
tions,’ he said. ‘I knew you and my other friends meant well, but 
you were not doing me a kindness when you persuaded me to stand. 
Whether the college rejects me or takes me, I am certain that I will 
not stand for another office so long as I live.’ He paused. But I am 
equally certain that if those people hope to get me to withdraw 
through doing harm to my wife, I will stay in this election while 
I’ve got one single man to vote for me. 

He added: _ f 

‘And I shall leave nothing to chance. I shall tell my rival so. 
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Crawford Behaves Sensibly 


After Jago cried out that he ‘would tell his rival so/ he asked Roy 
to find from the kitchens whether Crawford was dining that night. 
The answer was yes. ‘That is convenient,’ said Jago. 

Crawford arrived in the combination room at the same time as I 

7 . of his party wcrc airway there. They were drinking 

their sherry m front of the fire, and there was an air of well-being^ 
of triumph, of satisfied gloating. Crawford greeted then. with 4 
nnpersonal corthahty, and me as well. He seemed more than ever 

SX”.t^hT prised by wha£ had hc took i( for 

addr ^ d mc - He had DOt ’P° k “ » - 

; y es f ’ 

*1 ^PPosc you’ve heard about Pilbrow.’ 

Of course/ 

‘Goorl* "°? aftcmoon '‘ Crawford announced. 

. Good work, said Francis Getliffe. 

door and said: $ prescncc ’ when Jago threw open the 

‘Crawford. I should like you to smrr ^ „ • 

Everyone looked up a, jago He L n - "' a 

cy« did not leave Crawford. ^ “ y E °° d eVenin & 

would^ou prefoto^o^mkie 11 / at *“*■ *'C™ we talk here, or 

«to^ot^ml4Tm 0 n“l«4Tto wh° u? ° bUgcd to “X 

Crawford rose and said. ‘Very weT T/in/ f d by ri S ht -‘ 
Smith and Getliffe made a nre^r^ By the firc Dcspard- 

»uld shut our ears to Jago's words. conveIS ‘tion, but none of uj 
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4 1 do not hold you responsible for die outrages of your supporters, 
but I hope that you cannot be utterly indifferent to them.’ 

‘You re going too fast for me,’ said Crawford. ‘I don’t begin to 
know what you’re referring to.’ 

‘I shall explain myself.’ 

‘I should much prefer it,’ said Crawford, looking up into Jago’s 
eyes, ‘if we could keep this business on a friendly basis.’ 

‘When you hear what I have to say,’ said Jago, ‘you will realize 
that is no longer easy.’ 

Jago’s temper smouldered and suddenly flared out and smouldered 
again. It was different from one of his outbursts of indignation; no 
one in diat room had seen this consuming rage. As they faced it, 
most men would have been uneasy; Crawford may have been, but 
his voice was steady and sensible. Angrily, I had to confess that he 
was holding his own. 

‘ If diat turns out to be true, I shall be very sorry for it, Jago,’ he 
remarked. 

‘ If you are elected, none of my friends would suggest that your wife 
was not entirely fit to adorn the Lodge,’Jago said. 

‘I should be very much surprised to hear it.’ 

‘I was a litdc surprised to hear that my wife had received a copy 
of the flysheet written by your supporter Nightingale.’ 

Jago’s words were not loud, but Crawford stood silent in front ofhim. 

4 You have seen the flysheet I mean.»’ 

4 1 am afraid that I have,’ said Crawford. 

‘Can you faintly imagine what it would mean to a woman? 

Crawford stirred. 

‘Jago, I very much regret that this should have happened. I shall 
write to your wife personally, and tell her so.’ 

‘That is not enough.’ 

‘It is all I can do, unfortunately.* 

‘No,’ said Jago. ‘You can discover through what source the fly¬ 
sheet reached her. I may tell you that it was deliberately sent. 

Jago was at the limit of his anger. Crawford shook his head. 

‘No,’ he said. ‘I can understand your feelings, but you exaggerate 
my responsibility. I am sincerely sorry’ that your wife should suffer 
through any circumstances in which I am even remotely concerned. 

I consider it my duty to tell her so. But I don t consider it my duty 
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to become a private detective. I have consented to be a candidate at 
this election, but I have taken no part whatever in any of the personal 
complications which have taken place, and I might take this oppor¬ 
tunity of saying that I deprecate them.’ 

Jago w r as quietened for an instant, by the solidity of that reply. 
Then he said: 

t This attack on my wife is intended to make me withdraw/ 

I can t express any view on intentions in which 1 am not interested,* 
said Crawford. 


If you arc not interested, your supporters may be/ said Jago. 

I shall protect my wife in all ways open to reason but also, while 

any of my colleagues are prepared to give me their votes, I shall 
remain a candidate for the Mastership/ 

There was no^cply from Crawford, and the whole room was silent, 
f orthc conversation round the fire had died right away. 

e bell began to peal for dinner, and Crawford said, as though 
anxious for a cordial commonplace: S 

‘Are you coming into hall, Jago?* 

No, said Jago. 4 1 shall dine with my wife/ 

hUd i " hc WaJkcd ° Ut ‘ Craw f°rd was 
nextto m^V^ j ^ composed impassive look had gone. He sat 

‘ Speak in e as a r ^ Ac ^ and dlcn complained: 

« even ; , cn r ed . pcr,on ’ 1 *'-< 4 : 

insist 

‘I’m glad he spoke to you/ I said. 

- -r To '° kn °: th - lt r haw «vcr lent 

7 ** -f-w now - Md 1 

“«* was^t/S t hl ^: ,US t CC “ d ** 

It docs look/ he said 4 as th k ^ pipc ovcr ^ c coffee, 

233 


The Masters 

Naturally, said Crawford, ‘it can’t have been sent to her by any¬ 
one connected with the college. Ever) - one of us would take a grave 
view of an action of that kind.’ 

His tone was uncomfortable, and no one replied for some moments. 
Then Nightingale said again. 

‘Is diere anything to show,’ he asked, ‘that she wasn’t looking 
through her husband’s letters on the quiet, and found one that wasn’t 
meant for her?’ 

I looked at him. 

‘I believe she did not read your note by accident,’ I said. 

‘How did you form that opinion?’ he said. 

T spent the afternoon with her just after she’d read it.’ 

‘That’s as may be. What docs it prove?’ 

‘She was so miserable that I believe what she said,’ I replied. 

‘Do you really expect us to be impressed by that?’ 

‘ 1 expect you to know that it was the truth.’ 

His eyes stared past mine, he did not move or blench. Nothing 
touched him except his own conflict. Find the key to that, and one 
could tear him open with a word. Touch his envy, remind him of the 
Royal Society, his other failures, and he was stabbed by suffering. 
But to everything else he was invulnerable. He did not sec any of his 
actions as ‘bad’. So long as he did not feel ‘put upon’ as weak, he 
did not worry about his actions. He regarded his attempts to blacken 
Jago’s circle as a matter of course. He was not at peace enough to go 
in for die luxuries of conscience. 

T can’t say your claim is completely convincing, Eliot, said 
Crawford. ‘She may have enemies, nodiing to do with the college, 
who wanted to play an unpleasant practical joke.’ 

‘Is diat how you sec it?’ I said. 

‘Perhaps it is a storm in a teacup,’ said Crawford. ‘After all she is 
just going through an awkward time of life. And Jago has always 
been over-emotional. Still we must try and calm things down. I have 
occasionally felt diat this election has generated more heat than light 
We’ve got to sec diat people know where to stop. 

Then he laid down liis pipe, and went on: 

‘I always diink diat die danger with any group of men like a 
college is diat we tend to get on each other s nerves. I bclie\c that 
everyone, particularly the unmarried fellows, ought to be compelled 
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by statute to spend three months abroad each year. And also - and 
this I do suggest to you all as a practicable proposition - I think we 
ought to set for ourselves an almost artificially high standard of 
manners and behaviour. I suggest to you that, in any intimate body 
of men, it is important to have the rules laid down.’ 

I noticed that as Crawford delivered his steady impersonal reproof 
N^hongale was watching him with anxious attention and nodding 
his head. It was more than attention, it was devoted deference. 

As Crawford rose to go, he said* 

“ yOU bUSy! YOU might !-“* o f ^ way 

cfX be hK 7 d the “"““on. Nightingale's harsh, strained 

d^ctpLT a smIc hdd *““• - d »youthfid 

, 1 77. “ n lame ’ *, toId for not having seen it before. No 

Sodtly VnfsoreT 1 Cr ? Wf ° rd ’ S SU PP° rt fo r getting into the Royal 

mTtStato W 2“' ' 0nem8 for 1 favour become tJZ 

cZtZL" hUmm HC ^ d d ° -ything for 

WhCD W W “ C ,cft ■*«* ‘that 

I could not resist saying satirically: 

•{ ioufht'h"' CraWford w “ remarkably judicious/ 

‘I think you do/ltu ^ " Cry W ° rd Shc “V s '’ 

He hesitated. 

fe ^ dy ** **/ he said. 

‘There loob^/b^!^“ CU f°^ I said. 

We could not get on ° f W t0 said Fnmds. 

impatiently that he was held uoT’* ^AU^ ^ W ° fk; hc ^plicd 
made an accuse for golghome. 1 *** * “ y too ®» ** He 
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CHAPTER 36 

Visit to an Authority 


The next morning, December 14 th, neither Brown nor Chrystal 
came into college, and it was from a few minutes’ talk with Winslow 
in die court that I heard diere might be a meeting. ‘ Not that any of my 
way of diinking were much impressed by that remarkable suggestion,’ 
he said. ‘We’re comparatively satisfied with things as they are. But 
if it pleases you, it doesn’t hurt us.’ 

His grin was still sardonic, but more friendly and acquiescent than 
it used to be. He was on his way to die bursary to dear up his work, 
so that he could resign as soon as the Master was elected. Nothing, he 
said with a trace of sadness, would make him stay a day longer. 

That afternoon Roy and I were not baulked before we set out for 
Gay’s. We walked through the backs, going under the mourning 
sky, under the bare trees; Roy was in the best of spirits. It was with 
a solemn expression diat he rang the bell of Gay’s house, which stood 
just by die observatory. ‘This is an occasion,’ he w’hispercd. 

Gay was sitting in his drawing-room with a paper in his hands. 

‘All. Splendid,’ he said. ‘You’re come to see my exhibits, I'D 
guarantee. I’m glad to see you, Calvert. I’m glad to sec you. Nightin¬ 
gale.’ 

I avoided Roy’s glance. 

‘Not Nightingale,’ I said. 

‘No. Indeed. Tell me your name, will you?’ 

‘I’m Eliot-’ It was difficult to conduct this conversation without 
feeling uncomfortable. 

‘I absolutely remember. And wdiat is your subject?’ 

‘Law.’ 

‘I congratulate you,’ said Gay with splendid finality. 

Aldiough both Roy and I had been to the house several times before, 
he insisted on our looking round the room and out into die garden. 
It was all that befitted a middle-class donnish home in Cambridge - 
the furniture heavier and more old-fashioned than at the Gediffe s, 
but nothing except the difference of years to pick it out from theirs. 
Gay, however, regarded it with singular satisfaction. 
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I always say that I built this house out of my masterpiece. Three 
thousand pounds I made out of that work, and I put every penny 
of it into bricks and mortar. Ah, that was a book and a half. I haven’t 
any patience with these smart alecks who tell us that one can’t get 
fine scholarship home to the reading public. Why, I shouldn’t have 
this fine house if they didn’t lap it up. Up it up, they did, Calvert. 
What do you think of that* ’ 

‘Wonderful,’said Roy. 

He glanced at us affably and stroked his beard. 

‘I will give you young men a piece of advice. Satisfy the scholars 
first. Show them that you’re better than any of them, that’s the thine 
10 when you’ve become an authority, don’t neglect you? 

pubhc Why, I should welcome my books being presented by the 
fflms. 1 don t despise these modem methods. Fine films my sagas 
would make too. Nothing namby-pamby about them.’ 

it in grCCtingS from a ,etter - 1 not know whether 

bcW ^° m K° nC ° f thC UngUi5tic schokrs * Berlin. Gay 

I made an attempt to get down to business. 

^y D s* & tStiS P t y aiTr'* *• 

I read the statutes each night bfforc I r>o fF VC cvcr ything in hand, 
tands. You can be sure of that Not nfl *N > * !t s *11 in safe 
tient to sec my exhibits. That’s someth'° U ^ VC -^ CC ° 8 . cttin 8 impa- 

We had seen the 'exhibits’ each time 6 m ® re mtcrcstin g for you.* 
but it was impossible not to see th ™ * WC d 8 ° nc to bouse, 

** - om i he r- ^ ^ - ** 

round his neck and helpcdhi^to W™ ** muffler 

ssaau Kr3 f 
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long - so long, in fact, that on it he was able to make visible each 
farmstead mentioned in the whole of the saga literature. 

‘No towns my saga-men had,’ said Gay proudly. ‘Just healthy 
farms and the wild seas. They knew what to do with towns. Just 
bum the houses and put the townsmen to the sword. That was the 
way to deal with towns.’ 

He remembered each farm as though he had lived among them as 
a child. And when we went back into the house, and Iris wife, 
coming in almost at the run, had taken off his coat again, he showed 
us models of Icelandic halls, longships, pictures drawn by himself 
of what, from the curt discretions, he imagined the saga heroes to 
have looked like. His interest was as fervent, as vivid and factual, 
as it must have been when he was a young man. Some of the sketches 
had the talent of a portrait-painter: there was one of Gudrun that had 
struck me on my last visit, and another of Skarphcdinn, pale, fierce, 
scornful, teeth projecting, carrying his great axe over his shoulder. 

‘All. That was a terrible weapon,’ said Gay. ‘That was an axe and 
a half.’ 

He loved each detail. And that was, I thought, part of the explana¬ 
tion of his fabulous success. He was not a clever man in the sense that 
Winslow was, who had done nothing at all. He was simple, exuber¬ 
antly vain, as pleased with himself as a schoolboy who had just 
received a prize. But he had enormous zest and gusto, unbounded 
delight in his work. He had enjoyed every’ minute of his researches. 
Somehow all his vitality, mental and physical, had poured into them 
without constraint or inhibition or self-criticism. He did not trouble 
himself, he had not die equipment to begin, with the profound whys 
of existence - but in his line he had a strong simple unresting imagina¬ 
tion. And he had the kind of realism which exaedy fined in. He could 
sec the houses of his saga-men, their few bits of furniture, their 
meagre food and stark struggle for a livelihood: he could sec them 
simply as they were, often as men puzzled, ill-adjusted, frail, trainc 
to a code of almost Japanese courage; and at die same time he couM 
see them as a good deal larger dian life. He had thrown every s«p 
of himself into their existence, and won - and no one could say 

unjust -success on a scale denied to more gifted men. 

He talked about each model until a maid brought m a very g 
tea-tray. 
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Ah ha. Tea, said Gay, with a diffident but equal enthusiasm. 
'That’s a splendid sight.' 

He appeared to eat as his daily tea a meal not much less copious 
than the one he put away before college meetings. He did not talk, 
except to ask us to pass plates, until he was well through. Then I 
decided to come back to our attempt. 

* You’re occupying an exceptional position in this election,’ I said. 
^ Ah. Indeed,’ said Gay, munching a slice of black fruit cake. 

You’re the great scholar of the college.’ 

'The greatest Northern scholar of the age, my Berlin friends used 
to say, Roy put in. 

‘Did they now, Calvert? Splendid.’ 

‘ You’re also responsible as senior fellow for seeing that this election 
“ properly carried out,’ I went on. ‘And we’ve noticed that you 

ttatma P^y l«gJWc sense. You’re not concerned 

r 0 fi y P To^;™ ny - Wc know that you to “ p'opcr 

]Just so,’ said Roy. 

"“"r to escape my duty,’ said Gay. 

Isn t that your duty?' 1 

I agree with you,’ said Gay, cutting another piece of cake. 

worried/said Roy!*^ “ 0tUy y ° U “ We '« ^cmely 
‘Ah. Indeed.' 

rj 70 7 T ant y °JL to advise 115 on two candidates ’ I said ‘Craw 
ford and Jago. We want you to show us how to fr>™ a 

£f°’ “ iJ ^ ' Y “'' tlunk 1 both of them 
rJr see, isn t Jago our present Bursar?' 

work. Ev^Sfbl^ttld' rf"? h r 1,15 memor V would 

eyes: bu, hTwould sudd 'nl' ' ° f was clear before his 

whom he had known for * DamC ° f Dcs P ard - Sl ^th, 

ford said Roy. ‘that you had promised to support Craw- 

fits wSa/S/ItS l r ”7? 

l "collect indicating supportCrW*,^ “ d , for wards. ‘Yes. 
ofsi “Pl=. cheerful cunning he lo^ked't m: “ Th “' With 1 
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And you two young men want me to change my mind?’ He 
guffawed: it seemed to him the best of jokes. 

n?T COD j’ ?° y , blushed - 1 bought it was best to brazen it out. 
t We ^» I said, you re not far off the mark.’ 

‘You see,’ said Gay, in high feather, ‘you can’t pull the woo) over 
my eyes. 


Yes, said Roy, ‘we want you to think again about those two. You 
do remember them, don’t you?’ 

‘Of course I remember them,’ said Gay. ‘Just as I remember your 
address m Berlin last summer, young man. Jago - that’s our Senior 
Tutor. He’s not taken quite enough care of himself these last few 
years, he s lost a lot of hair and he’s put oq too much weight And 

Crawford. A very sound man. I hear he’s well spoken of as a man 
of science.’ 


‘Do you want a scientist as Master? Crawford’s field is a long way 
from yours,’ I said. 

‘I should never give a second’s thought to such a question,’ Gay 
rebuked me. I have never attached any importance to boundary- 
lines between branches of learning. A man can do distinguished work 
in any, and we ought to have out-grown these arts and science 
controversies before we leave the school debating society. Indeed we 
ought.' 

I had been snubbed, and very reasonably snubbed. The only com¬ 
fort was, the old man had his mind and memory working, and we 
were not fighting in a fog. 

‘What’s your opinion of Jago? ’ asked Roy. 

Jago s a very sound man too. I’ve got nothing but good to say for 
Jago,’ Gay replied. 

I tried another lead. At present you’re in a unique position. There 
arc six votes for each man without you. If it’s understood that you 
vote for Crawford, die whole diing is cut and dried and the chapel 
election is just a formality.’ 

Cut and dried,’ Gay repeated. ‘I don’t like the sound of that.’ 

It means,’ said Roy, extremely quick, ‘diat the whole diing is 
settled from to-day. It’s all over bar the empty’ form.’ 

Gay’s faded blue eyes were screwed up in a frown. 

‘I certainly indicated support for Crawford. He’s a very sound 
man. Jago is a very sound man too, of course.’ 
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*1 will write to Despard telling him I propose to reserve my vote. 
Casting vote, that's the line for me. Thank you for pointing it out. 
Thank you, Calvert. Thank you. Old heads on young shoulders, 
that’s what you’ve got.’ 

In die dark, Roy and I walked down the Madingley Road. He war 
singing quiedy in his light, clear, tuneful voice. Under die first lamp 
he glanced at me. His eyes were guiltless and sparkling. 

‘Well done,’ he said. 

‘He didn’t do so badly, either.’ 

‘Shall we get him?’ 

‘I shall be surprised if we don’t,’ I said. 

‘Just so. Just so.* 
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CHAPTER 37 

‘Six Nights to Go * 


I LEFT Roy at the great gate, and walked round to Jago’s house. 

Mrs Jago received me with a hostile, angry explanation that she had 

not been feeling well yesterday. Perhaps she could make amends by 

offering me some ‘refreshment'? She was so self-conscious that it 

was pamfrij to be near, jarringly apologetic, more resentful of me 
witn each apology she made. 

‘I badl y want to sec Paul this evening,’ I said. 

‘l ean perfectly well understand that,’ she replied. ‘You naturally 

dont want to take the risk of me making an exhibition of myself 
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I nodded. 

Suddenly Jago broke into roan of laughter. 
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‘Gay! He’s the vainest old boy I’ve ever met in my life.’ 

He went on laughing. The vain old boy!’ It was an odd response, 
I thought later: yet on die spot it seemed completely natural. 

Then he wiped his eyes and settled down; his tension returned in a 
different mode. 

‘I’m most grateful to you. Eliot,’ he said. ‘I don’t know what I 
should have done without you right through diis wretched business. 
This news changes everything. I dunk I was just tcacliing myself to 
face die humiliation. But diis changes everydiing.’ 

I warned him, but it had no effect. He was always capable of being 
possessed by a rush of hope. Now there was no room for anything 
else. It all lay in his hands, the college, his whole desire. He looked at 
his wife with love and triumph. When I had gone, dicy would get 
busy on their plans again. He was alive with hope. 

I tried once again to make him more moderate. In some ways it 
would have been kinder not to tell him about Gay at all. 

‘There is one thing you needn’t warn me of, Eliot,’ he said with a 
smile. ‘There arc still six nights to go. We’ve still six nights to get 
through.’ 

‘You’ve got to rest,’ she said. 

‘In a week’s time,’ saidjago, ‘it will all be over.* 

I went from his house straight to Brown’s rooms, and found 
Brown and Chrystal talking of the meeting. It was as good as arran¬ 
ged for die following night, December 15 th. To Brown’s amazement, 
die other side had not backed out (were dicy so confident diat they 
did not care? or did Despard-Smith like the last ounce of grave 
discussion ?) They were talking of what line to begin on. 

‘Is that die meeting? ’ 1 asked. 

‘Certainly,’ said Chrystal. 

‘It may not be necessary,’ I said. 

‘What do you mean?’ asked Brown very quickly. 

‘I think there’s a good chance of Gay coming over.* 

‘Have you seen him? I didn’t know you were diinking of seeing 
him —’ 

4 No, I wasn’t,’ I said. ‘ Roy Calvert and I happened to drop in for tea. 

Brown cross-questioned me with the inquisitiveness lie showed at 
any piece of news, but with an extra excitement and vigilance. 
His curiosity was always insistent; diere were moments, as those 
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sharp eyes watched one, when his company ceased to be bland and 
peaceful; now it was like being in the dock. Deliberately I played 
down the part Roy and I had taken - I was feeling Chrystal’s silence 
on the other side of the fire. Roy had asked the old man a question 
or two, I said: and I gave word for word his last replies. 

In the end Brown was satisfied. 

'It’s absolutely wonderful!’ he cried. Then he turned, heavily 
but quickly, on his friend. ‘Don’t you think it’s wonderful? ’ he said. 
Chrystal did not look at him, but stared challcngingly at me. 

| Are you sure of this, Eliot?’ he asked. 

‘I’m sure of what I’ve told you.’ 

‘That doesn’t get us very far. He didn’t even say he might vote for 
Jago. 

‘Not in so many words.’ 

‘h’s dot good enough, Eliot. You're being led away by your opti- 
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at him myself. I know Gay. 
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‘I’m afraid we disagree, Arthur/ 

‘You can’t disagree that the sensible course is to get out of this 
meeting/ said Brown. ‘Anything else is ridiculous.’ 

‘I wash I didn’t disagree. I’m afraid I do.’ 

‘I want an explanation,’ said Brown. 

* Yes. Well, I don’t believe that Gay will come over. I expea Eliot 
has got everything he said right. But I’ve seen Gay myself.’ 

‘A lot of water has flowed under the bridges since then,’ cried 
Brown. ‘These two may have been better at handling the old man 
than we were/ 

‘They wouldn’t claim that themselves,’ said Chrystal. ‘I’m sorry 
to seem ungrateful for Eliot’s efforts, but I don’t believe in Gay. 
Even if I did, there’s another point. I think we’re bound to keep our 
understanding with the other side. They were walling to hold this 
meeting. They didn’t try to back out when they seemed to be sitting 
pretty/ 

‘Did they ever mean business?’ asked Brown, his voice no longer 
comfortable at all, but full of scorn. 

‘I diink they did, Arthur/ 

‘I drink you deceived yourself. I think you’ve deceived yourself 
over many things you’ve done in this election. I know you’ve always 
wanted to find a way out from Crawford. I’ve never doubted diat. 
But you’ve also been glad of a chance to find a way out from Jago. 
That’s why you’re giving me reasons that aren’t anything like reasons, 
they’re ridiculous after cvcrydring we’ve brought off together. You 
said yesterday that you’d stay with Jago if I could get him in. Now 
you’re finding an excuse for spoiling it, just when we’ve got our last 
chance.’ 

‘It won’t spoil it, Ardiur. If he docs stand a chance,’ said Chrystal. 
‘Very likely nodring will come out of this meeting. Then if old Gay 
remembers we might still be all right.’ 

‘I keep drinking of die diings we’ve brought off together. We 
shouldn’t have managed diem alone. We couldn’t even have begun 
getting that benefaction alone. And diat’s been true for a good many 
years. It’s a pity to find us divided now.’ 

‘Do you drink I don’t feel that?’ said Chrystal brusquely. He had 
been buoyed up, exhilarated, master of his plans, conscious that 
others were w'aiting for him, pleased perhaps to escape from Brown s 
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steady imperceptible guidance. Yet he was moved by the reminder 
of their comradeship, by the rail on his affection. His mann er, which 
had been conciliatory, became at once tough and aggressive. He was 
angry to be so moved. 

Brown, too, was moved. His composure was riven, he had spoken 

more jaggcdly than I had known him. Through the rifts one saw the 

formidable core of the man. He had great feeling for his friend, he 

was warm and expansive - but that did not matter to him now. He 

was moved by the thought of defeat, by losing the struggle forjago, 

by the sheer blank fury of losing. I was sure that he had called 

deliberately on their friendship, knowing that it would affect Chrystal 
tar more than himself. 

‘Aren't you prepared to stop this meeting,’ asked Brown. 

I don t see how I can,’ said Chrystal. 

‘I regard it as a major disaster,’ said Brown. 


CHAPTER 38 

A Cave is Formed 


There was a large gathering in hall on the night of December 15 th: 
and afterwards, without waiting for wine, we moved off by twos and 
threes to Chrystal’s rooms. As we turned under the light at the bottom 
of the staircase, I noticed Chrystal walking with Dcspard-Smith and 
Getliffc. Jago and Crawford appeared out of the darkness together: 
then Brown alone. 

Everyone was there but Gay. Luke, who had not been dining but 
hurried in after, was apologizing to Dcspard-Smith for not being able 
to stay. He made the same apology to Brown, in his smooth, youthful, 
deferential way. I was sitting near the door, and he had a word with me 
on his way out. ‘I’ve got an experiment to finish,’ he said in a whisper, 
forgetting all about tact, * and I’m going to finish it if I sit up the whole 
blasted night. I’ve told these uncles that I’m going to vote for Jago. I ve 
been bloody well telling them that ever since I can remember.’ 

Despard-Smith showed his usual hesitation before taking the chair 
(‘ Some day,’ said Roy half-audibly, ‘ we’ll take him at his word. Then 
he’ll be dished.’). He explained solemnly that some fellows were ‘in¬ 
creasingly exercised about the serious position’ in which the college 
found itself over the election. He thought he could, without breach of 
confidence, mention that widiin the last twenty-four hours he had 
received two letters from Professor Gay. One he was not at liberty to 
disclose, since it was addressed to him as having presided over the 
caucus for one of the candidates, ‘but 1 think I may say, in fact I think 
I must say, that our senior colleague in that letter expresses his inten- 
tion to reserve his vote. The other letter refers to this meeting, and I 
propose to read it.’ As always when reading, Dcspard-Smith passed 

into his chapel voice. 

*Dear Despard , * 

4 1 learn with interest of your intention to have an informal pow wow - 
Dcspard-Smith repeated the word with extra or dinar)' an epresse 
gravity - ‘ pow wow before the great day of our election. I thorougiy ap¬ 
prove of this little venture, and you may go ahead with my blessing. 1 tu> 
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my saga-men discuss cases in their booths before they came to the great de¬ 
bates in the Thing? I congratulate you on this attempt to clear your heads. 
Clear heads, those are what you most require. I do not, however, consider 
that it fits my present position of responsibility to take a hand in your little 
pow wow. You appear to suggest that I may not want to stay out at night be¬ 
cause 1 am not so young as I was. Pray do not worry on that account. I can 
outlast some of you younger men yet. If I absent myself, it is on completely 
different grounds. I am entrusted with the grave responsibility of being at the 
helm while the college plunges through this stormy crossing. And I should 
further say that some of our colleagues have represented to me that I have an 

added trust because of such little distinction as I may have been fortunate 
enough to attain. 

Weighing these responsibilities in my mind, / have reached the conclu¬ 
sion I must stand aloof from any discussions among yourselves up to the great 
day of the election. I shall then cast my vote as my conscience guides me, and 
Uiope to lead you all on that same course, so that we may make a worthy 

*Good luck to your little pow wow. 

'Ever sincerely yours. 
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college should become unfit to live in just because they could not 
choose between two excellent men. But apparently they could not 
choose. Tm just pointing out the snags,’ said Chrystal. ‘It’s lamen¬ 
table. I don’t pretend to see the solution. But I just want to ask one 
question: has the time come to forget our disagreement* Has the time 
come to find a way out ? ’ 

From that moment the room was electric with attention. This was 
not just a talk: something was in the air. Even those who had not 
followed Chrystal’s progress knew something hung on these minutes. 
Brown’s face was lowering: Jago sat as though he did not hear. 

We looked at each other, waiting for someone to begin. At last 
Crawford spoke. He was even more deliberate than his habit, not 
so impregnably assured: he was choosing his words. 

‘I wish this was such a pleasant occasion as the last time we met in 
this room. I should much prefer to hear the Dean explain again how 
he and his friend Brown had brought off their great coup for the 
college. The more I reflect, the more chances I think that coup of 
theirs opens up in front of us. As for the present position, I agree with 
a good deal of what the Dean says. But I don’t consider this is the 
right time to act. I know this long wait hasn’t improved some of our 
tempers. But it won’t be much longer. Speaking as a fellow, I don’t 
sec any alternative to waiting. I didn’t quite understand the Dean’s 
suggestion. I do not know whether he diinks that other names ought 
to be canvassed now. Speaking as a candidate, I can’t be expected 
to accept the view that other names ought to be considered at this 
late stage. I hope that the Senior Tutor agrees with me.’ 

‘Utterly.’ 

‘My advice is,’ said Crawford, ‘leave it until the day. One of 
us will be elected unless someone decides to throw away his 
vote. If neither of us is elected, then it will be time for us to have a 
talk.’ 

Jago had only spoken that one word since he entered the room. 
Now he roused himself. He had been keeping unnaturally still. By 
this night, even Crawford’s expression bore a trace of worry: but 
it was nothing to Jago’s. Yet he spoke with dignity. 

‘If die college votes in chapel and cannot reach a majority for cither 
my colleague or myself, it will be necessary for us all to meet together, 
he said. ‘It is not fitting either for me or my colleague to say more 
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now. If the need should arise, we shall give what help wc can to ftnd 
a solution for the college. It would be our plain duty to do so.’ 

His eyes had rested in turn on Chrystal, Dcspard-Smith, and 
Brown. Now he looked at Crawford. 

‘r £ ? C OCher$ W “ h t0 Condnue wi* their discussion,’ he said, 
think wc must remove ourselves. There is nothing left for us to 

I agree, said Crawford, and they left the room, 
c listened to their footsteps down the stairs. Chrystal said 
sWply to Dcspard-Smith: ‘I should like to hear what otker pcople 
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aU know. There’s something to be said for Crawford: I’ve seen things 

in him lately that I like, and I understand his supporters’ point of 

view. But we re not tied to either of them. I believe that's the wav 
out.’ 

‘What are you proposing?’ said Despard-Smith. 

I want to bring it to a head,’ said Chrystal. ‘I’m ready to form a 
cave. Will any of you join me? I should like to find another man 
altogether.’ 
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my judgement, it is completely ill-considered, and I should have 
nothing useful to add if I stayed with you.’ 

He gave Chrystal one glance, angry, troubled, unwavering, yet 
steady and still intimate: he walked out, and we heard his deliberate 
tread down the stairs. 

Chrystal was frowning - but he shrugged his shoulders and said, 
with confidence and zest: 

‘It’s time to get down to it.’ 

There were only six of us now sitting round the table, Chrystal 
himself, Dcspard-Smith, Winslow, Francis Gcthffe, Roy Calvert and 
I. It was not a good beginning for Chrystal: even if he could per¬ 
suade us all, he still needed another for a majority. But his confidence 
was extreme, his energy flowed out just as when he had made us 
coerce the candidates in October. When someone mentioned that 
we were not much of a cave, Chrystal said: 

‘I don’t mind that. We can bring others in. There’s Luke. There’s 
even Crawford. And the others - they may not want to stay out in the 
cold.’ 

Promptly he brought out his first candidate. 

‘I’m not going to be coy,’ he said. T have someone in mind. In 
my view the time has come to look outside the college. I want you to 
think of Lyon.’ 

Most of us knew Lyon; he was a Reader, a fellow of anodicr college, 
a man of good academic standing and a bit of a university politician. 
In a few minutes it was apparent that he would get no support. We 
all gave reasons for half-hcartcdncss - but the reasons were a matter of 
courtesy, a way of saying we were not disposed to fall in. 

Chrystal, still undeterred, canvassed another name, also from out¬ 
side die college, and dicn anodicr. Different reasons were brought 
against diem, but there was never a chance that cidicr would be 
looked at: at die sound of each name, everyone dicre was saying no. 
It was not that we had any tiling special against them; simply, we 
did not want to find diem suitable. By now I was sure that Chrystal 
would get nowhere. I had seen him in October carry us, by sheer force 
of will, into dragooning die candidates to vote for each odier. But 
dicn we had all been ready to be convinced, and now die reverse 
was true. He was exuding just as much will, and few men had more 
than Chrystal. But in our hearts we were not persuadable; and in 
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aD the moves of politics, dexterity is meaningless, even will itself 

does not avail, unless there is some spot in one’s opponent ready to be 

convinced- ‘Most reluctantly,’ said Despard-Smith, after we had 

discussed the third name, ‘I am coming to the conclusion. Dean, that 

it is too late in the day to look outside the college.’ 

‘I accept that for the moment, Despard,’ said Chrystal, still brisk 

and good-tempered. ‘But we’ve not finished. In that case we must 
look inside.’ 


It was late at night, the room was hot, smoke was spinning slowly 
under the light: the older men were sleepy, and once Winslow’s 
eyes had closed. But, at the sound of that last remark, they were 
awalcc, vigilant, ready once more for the long cautious guarded talk. 
Winslow lit his pipe again; as the match flared, a trick of the shadows 
T°° t \ cd , OUt ““tracker lines of nose and chin, and his eyes 
gleamed, deep, bright - and anxious. Yes, amdous. Was there still a 
renmant of hopet We must look inside,’ said Chrystal. 
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‘Curiously enough,’ said Winslow, also trying to be casual, ‘I 
was aware ot that.’ 

‘ Do you think,’ said Despard-Smith in a hurry, ‘ that you’d fed satis¬ 
fied to take on such an office for a very short time? I doubt whether it 
is fair to ask a man to take an office with only five years to run.’ 

‘1 should actually have seven years. 1 was sixty-thrcc in October,’ 
said Winslow. 

‘You’d just leant the job. Then you’d have to go. I agree with 
Dcspard,’ said Chrystal, looking at Winslow with a bold, embarrassed 
smile. 

‘I seriously doubt,’ said Despard-Smith, ‘whether it would be 
fair to ask you.’ 

‘When is it fair to ask anyone?’ said Roy Calvert. His eyes svcrc 
glinting with mockery: he was moved for Winslow. 

Before he could say more, Francis Getliffc put in: 

‘On general principles, there is something to be said for a younger 
man. We ought to have someone with at least ten years to go. 1 
know you’d take that view yourself, wouldn’t you?’ He spoke to 
Winslow directly. 

Francis had got on better with Winslow than most of the college, 
and the question was kind. But it did not soften the fact. Winslows 
eyelids had drooped, he was staring at the table. 

He said at last: 

‘No doubt you’re right.’ ^ 

‘I was certain you’d see it that way, Winslow.’ said Chrvstal, with 
relief, with excessive heartiness. I was watching Roy Calvert, half- 
expecting him to say more: but he gave a twitch of a sinilc. and let 
it slide. It was too forlorn a hope even for him. 

Chrystal proceeded down the list. 

‘Crawford. Jago. Already dealt with. Brown. The next senior is 
Brown,’ he said. 4 Brown. I’m asking you to think carefully about 
him. Isn’t he the man for a compromise candidate?’ 

Winslow looked up for a second. 

‘That’s a very remarkable suggestion, Dean, he sai \v\ savag 


sarcasm, with a flicker of his old spirit. -li 

4 Isn’t he much too young ? 1 don t see how the college cou p 

consider anyone so junior,’ said Dcspard-Sunth. 

‘He’s forty-seven,’ said Chrystal. 



A Group Talks Till the Morning 

‘It’s dangerous to have young men in these positions/ said Des- 
pard-Smith. ‘One never knows how they’ll turn out.’ 

‘Brown won’t alter tilJ he dies,’ 1 said. It seemed strange that any¬ 
one, even Dcspard-Smith, should think of Brown as yoimg. 

, 1 <Jont tilink a g e is a reason against him,’ said Francis Gctliffc. 

But —* 


I know everything you're going to say,' aid Chrystal. ‘ I know all 
about Brown. I know him better than any one of you. He's been my 
best mend since we were up together. He's not brilliant. He'll never 
set the Thames on fire. People would think it was a dim election. 
But there are things in Brown that you don't see until you've known 
him for years. He d pull the place together/ 

stodge'd Car DCan> “ id Wmsl °' V ' ' il woulti ^enty years of 

'1 should have considered.' said Despard-Smith. 'that if we were 

"T 115 ° n “ kmS at such Mows, we should 

want to consider you yourself long before Brown ’ 

Um^rinnt r ,00k *** Chrystai - ™ U P “> it. I know my 

limitations. I m. not fit to be Master. Brown is. I’d serve under him 
and think myself lucky/ ra 

He spoke with absolute humility and honesty. It was not put on. 
dtere was none of the stately mannered mock-modesty of /C 

pat/t C tfno otrA h c r 1,ty “ d h ° nC5ty ° f '“ was so 

t^f^gToB n0t ‘ -j^ty/hrs nof/Z 

■f the first vote w °? th " S T nd tUm ' Getliifc said that. 

Roy. With tlZZofbZZ ^ ** as 

tbeXto ^h " ^ <***? “**> with 

give way to pique, he jus/sat there Z' W “ T '° Uchy ' hc did not 

tence, penuaS X^ttT T' ^ ^ P h ^' l«po- 

bursting into temper. 8 ’ eXdaunm fi with violence, wooing 

w^Zr bUt himSC ' fk " CW Ml. Winslow 
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knew but Chrystal that neither would ever consent to vote for Brown. 
The last hope of compromise had gone. Yet Chrystal seemed un¬ 
discouraged. By midnight the rest of us would have given it up as 
useless, but he kept us there till after two o’clock. 

At die last he won one concession through the others’ sheer fatigue. 
He got diem to admit diat Brown was the only possible third candi¬ 
date. 

‘It’s obvious,’ he said. ‘Several of us here have said they might 
come round to him. Do you quarrel with diat, Despard?’ 

Despard-Smith wearily shook his head. 

‘That’s good enough for me,’ said Chrystal. ‘It means that Brown 
must be asked whether he’ll stand. It may come to it. We can’t leave 
it in the air. I’ll speak to him in the morning.’ 

His face was fresh, lie was smiling, he was obscurely satisfied. He 
looked at his clock on the mantelpiece. 

‘I shan’t have to wait long,’ he said. ‘It is the morning already.’ 
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CHAPTER 40 

‘I Have Had a Disappointing Life* 

Chrystal had kept us op so late that I slept until the middle of 
the morning. It was December 17th, a dark and stormy day: the 
wind was howling again, for the westerly gales had returned; it 
was not cold, bnt the heavy clouds hung over the roofs, and in the 
afternoon Roy and I built up the fire in my sitting-room for the sake 
of the blaze. We compared impressions of ChrystaTs tactics and man. 
ner on the night before. Why had he persisted against all rational 
sense? Why had he gone away so pleased? Was it because he wanted 
to prove to Brown that, whatever he did in this election, he was still 

completely affectionate and loyal t That was part of it, we felt sure: 
but we did not believe it was the end. 

.As we were telking across die fire, a double and deliberate knock 
“p 4 ' d °° r ' Unde Arthut “ E* non '' “tid Roy. and we both 
fZ^. “ roWD “• But BroWs smil = in return was only 

He sat down, looked into the fire, and said in a constrained tone- 
wanted to see you both. I am told that, without my consent, i 

Zh““ “ * "W* Did h avc anything to do 

He was grimly indignant We told him what we had each promised. 

be admirable tos/ ££? “ j ° y VOting f ° r *° U ' 11 

He did not respond. After a time he said- 

I suppose you all intended it kindly * 

I don t know about kindly /1 said. ‘It 
wc fed about you.’ 

;i hope you afl intended it kindly,’ said Brown 
RoyChrys*! chance to Ly you ougT, 

'So he told me/ 

‘It’s quite true.* 


was intended to show what 


candidate 
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of my name being mentioned is to stand in Jago’s light. It can only 
mean dissensions in Jago’s party and no responsible man can see it 
otherwise. I am very sorry that Chrystal should have seen fit to use 
my name for that purpose. And I am obliged to tell you that I am 
sorry you nvo associated yourselves with it.’ 

‘You ought to believe that we mean what we say,’ I replied. 

‘I realize you didn’t mind paying me a compliment,’ said Brown, 
as though making an effort to be fair. ‘ What I can’t make out is how 
anyone as astute as you can have lost your head and behaved in this 
irresponsible fashion. Surely you can see that nothing is gained by 
paying useless compliments when things are as delicate as they are 
now, three days away from the event. It is nothing more nor less than 
playing into the hands of the other side. It looks as though I was being 
made a tool of.’ 

‘Have you told Chrystal?’ 

‘I have. I’m not prepared to have people think that I’m being made 
a tool of.’ 

I had never seen him so completely shaken out of reason and toler¬ 
ance and charity - not even when Pilbrow defected. His whole picture 
of ‘decent behaviour’ had been thrown aside. He liked to think of 
himself as the manager of the college, the power behind the meetings} 
but, as I had often noticed, as for instance in the first approach to 
Luke, he was always scrupulous in keeping within the rules; he was 
not easy unless he was well-thought-of and in good repute. It upset 
him to imagine that people were not thinking that he had planned 
an intrigue with his friend, so as to get in as a last-minute compro¬ 
mise. It upset him equally if they thought he was just a catspaw. In 
the end, he had an overwhelmingly strong sense of his own proper 
dignity and of the behaviour he wanted the world to see. 

He was also, of course, the most realistic of men: he saw the position 
with clear eyes, and it made him angrier still with Chrystal. He knew 
very well that he was not being offered even a remote chance: he 
felt he was just being asked to save Chrystal’s conscience. And that 
was die most maddening of his thoughts: that was the one which 
made him come and reproach Roy and me as though he could not 
forgive us. For Brown could see - no one more sharply - die conflict, 
vacillation, temptation, and gathering purpose of his friend. He 
could not control him now; for the first time in twenty years he 
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found his own will being crossed by ChrystaJ. Chrystal might do 
more yet: in moments of foresight Brown could see the worst of ends. 
When Chrystal came to him with t h is gesture. Brown felt that he had 
lost. 

He went away without any softening towards Roy or me, telling 

us that he must write round to each fellow, in order to say that in no 

circumstances would he let his name be considered. 1 suspected that 

he had shown his anger more nakedly to us than to Chrystal. He had 

controlled himself with Chrystal - then had to come and cake it out 
of us. 

As soon as he had gone, Roy looked at me. 

Old boy,’ he said, ‘I fancy Jago’s dished,' 

‘Yes. 


We need to do what we can. If we can entice someone over, we 
might save it. 

Wc dradcd t0 *Y Despard-Smith and Pilbrow that same day and 

C', r t, P ‘'!; r0 L W ’ S r00mS after Ka - We had no success * all. 

^ ^ b ! 1 "^; hmenc ’ chc blandishments which came to him 

vLed 'I Wbch h ' “ UW by art. He was as lively and 

varied as he was to women, in turns teasing, serious, attentive flatter- 

StTSf ^,r^. P,lbr ° W t0 Visit him m BcrUn ” tbe spring, 
buthJd ? ^ ' P crf0rmaOC '- hc l,ked handsome young mef 
but he did not give a foot: it seemed to him impossible now L vZc 

for anyone but Crawford. I took up the politi R^y C 

expense^^ 1111011811 ^ Ro y was grinning at his own 

]I’ve lost face,’ he said. 

«Y OU ^ S ctt *ng old,’ 1 said. 

0 1 8Cl 

uupiaon, and so aft'er^TuTw^nt al^ ° a With m y5tified 

» <bc third cou^Tth’ 1" l° ae - D “P-a-Smith's rooms were 

J*os house. He h^ not b^to hXb' 0 “ d 

outside die door lay the dishes of a meal 
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His outer door was not closed, but there was no one in his main room, 
and the fire had gone out. I tapped on the inside door: there was a 
gruff shout ‘who’s there?’ When I 
some while: then there were movements inside, and a key turned in the 
lock. Despard-Smith looked out at me with bloodshot, angry eyes. 

‘I’m very busy. I’m very busy, Eliot.’ 

*1 only want to keep you five minutes.’ 

‘You don’t realize how busy 1 am. People here have never shown 
me the slightest consideration.’ 

His breath smelt of liquor; instead of being solemn, grave, mina¬ 
tory, he was just angry. 

‘I should like a word about the election,’ I said. He glared at me. 

‘You’d better come in for two minutes,’ he said in a grating 


answered, no reply came for 


tone. 

His inner room was dark, over-furnished by the standards of the 
twentieth century, packed with cupboards, tables, glass-fronted cases 
full of collections of pottery. Photographs, many of them of the 
undergraduates ofhis youth, in boaters and wearing large moustaches, 
hung all over the walls. By his old armchair, which had projecting 
head-rests, stood a table covered with green baize, and on the table 
were a book and an empty tumbler. Bleakly he said: Can I offer you 
a n-night cap ? ’ and opened a cupboard by the fireplace. I had a glimpse 
of a great array of empty whisky bottles; he brought out one half¬ 
full and another glass. 

He poured me a small whisky and himself a very large one, and 
he took a long gulp while we were still standing up. 

He was not drunk but he was inflamed by drink. There had been 
rumours for years that he drank heavily in private, but he had no 
friends in college, his life was lonely, no one knew for certain how 
he lived it. Gossip had a knack of not touching him closely; perhaps 
he was too spare and harsh a figure to be talked about much. His 
natural authority seemed to protect him, even in his absence. 

‘I wondered if you were happy about the election,’ I said. 

‘Certainly not,’ said Despard-Smith. ‘I take an extremely grave 
view of the future of this college.’ 

‘It isn’t too late—’ I began. 

‘It has been too late for many years,’ said Despard-Smith omin¬ 
ously. 


262 



* I Have Had a Disappointing Life * 

I said something about Crawford and Jago, and for a moment my 
hopes sprang up at his reply. 

‘Jago has sacrificed himself for the college, Eliot. Just as every 
college officer has to. Whereas Crawford has not sacrificed 
he has become a distinguished man of science. On academic grounds 
his election will do us good in the outside world. I needn’t say that 

I’ve always been seriously disturbed at the prospect of electing a 
bolshevik.’ 


I had not time to be amused by that term for Crawford, the sturdy 

middle class scientific liberal: I had seized on the gleam of hope, was 

forcing the comparison between the two, when Dcspard-Smith 

brushed my question aside, and stared at me with fierce bloodshot 
eyes. 

‘The college has brought it upon itself,' he said. 'They've chosen 
no. to pay attention to my warnings, and they can only expS 

cnose Royce. That was the f-first step down the slippery slope ’ He 
put a finger ms.de his dog-collar and then took it outtitTkiS 
Set W accusing tone; 'They ought to havered met 

was the thanks OU “ ide “Ucge. 

' ,t,s not ^■ ^ppy 

» scandalous story I. would not U mtetedit‘ 1 “ U ’ $ 

let everyone know how I'd been treated I’LTt • CoUe 8 e * I 

-- by pathos. 


pointing life : he did not say i, wiiT a 1 Vc hjd » <W 
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‘He’s done better as Tutor than I bargained for,’ said Despard- 
Sxnith. ‘ But lie’s got no head for affairs. ’ 

‘That needn’t rule him out —’ 

‘Royce had no head for affairs, and they chose him,’ said Despard- 

Smith. 

‘I’m still surprised you should vote for Crawford.’ 

‘He’s made a name for himself. That’s good enough for a Master. 
They wouldn’t choose me because 1 wasn’t known outside the 
college. Crawford will do. No one can deny that he will do. And if 
people don’t like him when they’ve got him,’ he said, ‘well, they’ll 
have to 1-lump it for die next fifteen years.’ 

He fetched out die bottle again and poured himself another drink. 
This rime he did not offer me any. ‘I don’t mind telling you, Eliot, 
that I’ve got a soft spot for Jago. If 1 were voting on personal grounds, 
I would choose him before die odicr man. But the odier man has 
made his name. And Jago hasn’t. He’s sacrificed himself for the college. 
If a man takes a college office, he makes a disastrous choice. He can’t 
expect people to recognize him. Jago ought to be prepared to face 
the consequences of his sacrifice. He ought to know what happened 

to me '' 

My hope had faded. At last I understood somcdiing of why he 
had stuck to Crawford from die beginning - Crawford, the bol¬ 
shevik’. Despard-Smith had loved power so much in his austere 
fashion: it diickencd die blood in liis viens. He had loved his years as 
bursar, he had done what pleased him most, even though he believed 
that he was ‘sacrificing himself ’. But it rankled still that they had 
not made him Master. It seemed to have struck him as a surprise, as 
a physical shock. I wondered whether it was from those days, tai 
years ago, diat he started his solitary evenings with the whisky botde. 

Unluckily for Jago, die old man saw in him his own misfortune 
re-created. He did like Jago; he was starved of affection, he was not 
widiout the power to enjoy friendship, though he could not take the 
first steps himself. But seeing that Jago might retrace his old distress, 
Despard-Smith wished simply and starkly diat it should happen so. 
He wished it more because he liked die man. It was nght that Jago 
should sacrifice himself. He thought of his own 4 disappointing hte . 
He diought of Jago, treated as he had been. And he felt a tinge ot 

sadistic warmth. 
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There was nothing to do but wait. Both Roy and I had a sense of 
the end now, but wc were tantalized by a fluctuating hope. On paper 
(if Gay did not fail us) we could still count a majority for Jago. If it 
were to be broken, we must get news at any hour. It could not be 
long. What was Chrystal doing, now that even he had to abandon the 
notion of a third candidate t He had to face the struggle of Jago and 
Crawford again. No news seemed good news. Throughout the mom- 
ing of December 18 th, forty-eight hours from the election, through¬ 
out that whole day, wc heard nothing. I did not see either Chrystal or 
Brown, although Brown’s letter arrived. It was much more melli¬ 
fluous and stately than his outburst in the flesh, and said that ‘though 
any member of the college ought to be honoured even to have his 
name mentioned as a possible candidate for the Mastership, I must 
after prolonged consideration and with many expressions of thank, 
askmy friends and colleagues to permit me to withdraw.* 

TCat was all the news that day. It seemed that bargainings and 
confidential talks had ceased. 6 

In the evening Jago came to my room. 

“S ^t“’S iDB , fr r h! ’ “* • one but under hi, 

eyes tnc skin was stained and dry. 

‘Nothing at all/ 

hann3 t kl OU ? V ou The very moment it 

ppens, he said, menacing me with the force of his anxiety ‘This 

, a bad enough businc* without having to wonder whe^r on£ 
friends arc keeping anything back.’ 1 

1 11 keep nothing back,’ I promised. 

I must be an unendurable nuisance to von * «c t 

sS MKS&i 

ut back whcre started They really have gc 
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make the bizarre choice between me and my opponent. And nothing 
has happened to upset the balance, so far as you know?’ 

His moods were not stable, he was strained and expectant, fervent 
and hostile, at odd moments sarcastically detached, all in the same 
excitement of the nerves. Above all, his optimism had not left him. 
To his wife I was certain he maintained that he would get in. Some 
men would have defended themselves by saying that they expected 
the worst. Jago in his proud and reckless spirit was not able to protect 
himself by such a dodge. There was some thin g nakedly defenceless 
about his optimism. He seemed quite without the armour, the thicken¬ 
ing of the skin, that most men take on insensibly as the years pass. 

I wanted to guard him, but he resisted the slightest word of doubt 
He listened and thanked me, but his eyes were flashing with an excite¬ 
ment that I could not touch. He knew very little about what had 
happened at the meeting in Chrystal’s room, and even less about the 
cumulative disagreement between Brown and Chrystal. He did not 
want to know of it That evening he still had hope, and as he lay 
sleepless through the long night to come it would steady his heart 
We went in the combination room together before hall; there were 
several men already waiting, but no one spoke. The constraint took 
hold of us like a field of force. Dcspard-Smith was there, Francis 
Gctliffe, Nightingale, Roy Calvert It was not that they had been 
talking of Jago, and were embarrassed to sec him. It was not the 
constraint of a conversation left in the air - but simply the paralysing 
weight that comes upon men at a late stage of their struggle. Even 
Roy’s sparkle was borne down under it. When we took our places in 
hall, there was still almost no word spoken. Despard-Smith sat at our 
head, solemnly asking for toast, muted and grave by contrast to the 

inflamed old man of the night before. 

Then Luke bustled in late. He hurled himself into the scat next 
Roy Calvert’s, and swallowed a plate of soup at an enormous pace. 
He looked up and smiled round at us indiscriminately - at me, at 
Francis, at Nightingale. I had never seen a face more radiant with joy. 
One did not notice the pleasant youthful features: all one saw was 
this absolute, certain and effulgent happiness, and it warmed one to 

the bottom of the heart. 

‘Well?’ I could not resist smiling broadly back. ^ 

‘I’ve got it out 11 know for sure I’ve got it out 1 
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‘Which part of it?’ said Francis Gctliffe. 

‘The whole damned caboodle. The whole bloody beautiful bag of 
tricks. I’ve got the answer to the slow neutron business, Gctliffe. 
It’s all just come tumbling out.' 

‘Arc you certain?’ asked Francis, unw illin g to believe it. 

‘Of course I’m certain. Do you think I’d stick my neck out like 
this if I weren’t certain? It’s as plain as the palm of my hand.’ 

Francis cross-questioned him, and for minutes the technical words 
rapped across the table - ‘neutrons’, ‘collision’, ‘stopping power*, 
alphas . Francis was frowning, envious despite himself, more eager 
to find a hole than to be convinced that Luke was right. But Luke was 
unperturbed, all faces were friendly on this day of certain joy; he gave 
his explanations at a great speed, fired in his homely figures of speech, 
was too exalted to keep back his cheerful swear-words; yet even a lay¬ 
man came to feel how clear and masterful he was in everything he 
said. Gradually, as though reluctantly, Francis’s frown left his face, 
and there came instead his deep, creased smile. He was seeing some¬ 
thing that compelled his admiration. His own talent was strong 
enough to make him respond; this was a major work, and for a 
moment he was disinterested, keen with admiration, smiling an 
experienced and applauding smile, 

‘Good work!’, he cried. ‘Lord, iris nice work. Iris ooe of the most 
beautiful things I ve heard for a long time.’ 

Its pretty good,’ said Luke, unashamed, with no pretence of 
modesty though his checks were flushing scarlet. 

I behove iris wonderful,' said Jago, who had been listening with 
tense interest, as though he could drown his anxieties in this young 

BuTvVudo t^ 0t I U ? tlCr r nd m ° St ° f y° m ^testable words 
GcdifTeri “ ‘ d0 ” C S ° mct W remarkable, don’t you, 

Ijris beautiful work. 1 said Francis with great authority. 

® bd '*“ 1 «“ »y.’ “d Jago to Luke. Nightingale 
‘ aWay md w “ looking down the hall. 

When did you know you’d made a discovery i' cried Jago 

I thought a w«k ago the wretched thing^as coming S out,’ said 

A te T,\ B t Ut l’ Ve before a 

eat. p w k, X time though I had a hunch that it was differ 

Ive been pretty well hying and feeding at the lab ever sm^ 
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That was why I didn’t come to the meeting on Monday,' he added 
affably to Dcspard-Smith, who gave a bleak nod. 

‘The little pow-wow,’ Roy said to Dcspard-Smith, by way of 
explanation. 

‘I could almost have swom it was right that night. But I’ve been 
bitten by false bloody dawns too many rimes. I’ve not been to bed 
since. I wasn’t going to leave off until I knew the answer one way or 
the other. 

‘ It’s wonderful,' he burst out in a voice that carried up and down 
the table, ‘when you’ve got a problem that is really coming out. 
It’s like making love - suddenly your unconscious takes control. And 
nothing can stop you. You know that you’re making old Mother 
Nature sit up and beg. And you say to her "I’ve got you, you old 
bitch.” You’ve got her just where you want her. Then to show there’s 
no ill-feeling, you give her an affectionate pinch on the bottom.’ 

He leaned back, exhausted, resplendent, cheerful beyond all ex¬ 
pression. Gctliffe grinned at him with friendly understanding, Jago 
laughed aloud. Roy Calvert gave me half a wink (for young Luke’s 
discretion had vanished in one colossal sweep) and took it upon him¬ 
self to divert Despard-Smith’s attention. 

In the combination room, Jago presented a bottle to mark a 
notable discovery completed this day by the junior fellow , as he 
announced for the formal toast. Hearing what was to happen. 
Nightingale rushed away before the health was drunk. Dcspard- 
Smith, who had his own kind of solemn formal courtesy, congratula¬ 
ted Luke and then settled down to the port. Luke took one of the 
largest cigars and smoked it over his glass, drowsy at last, his head 
humming with whirling blessedness. And Jago, with a gende and 
paternal smile, did what I had never seen him do, and took a cigar 
himself. The two sat together, the square ruddy boy, happy as he 
micht never be again, and the man whose face bore so much suffering. 
As each listened to die odicr, the rip of liis cigar glowed. They were 
talking about the stars. It was thirty-six hours before die election. 

Francis Getliffc and I left diem together, and walked to the 
gate. I hesitated about asking him up to my rooms, and then did 

not. 

‘That’s very pretty work of young Luke’s,’ he said. 

‘I gadicrcd as much from what you said.’ 
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‘I doubt if you know how good it is,’ he said. He paused. It's 
better than anything I’ve done yet. Much better.’ 

He was so quixotic, so upright, so passionately ambitious: all I 
could do was pretend to be ironic. 

It s time we two had a bit of luck,’ I said. ‘These boys are r unnin g 
off with all the prizes. Look at Roy Calvert’s work by the side of 
mine. I may catch up if I outlive him twenty years.’ 

Francis smiled absently, and we stopped under the lantern. 

‘I ought to say something else, Lewis.’ 

‘What’s that?’ 

‘I thought Jago showed up very well to-night. There’s more in him 
than I allowed for/ 

It isn’t too late,’ I said very quickly. ‘If you vote for him - -* 

Francis shook his head. 

knlw°i' ' m “'* beSm “ °‘ **“”8 ^ * -A 1 
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The day before the election, December 19th, passed with dragging 
slowness. Throughout the morning there was no news: only Roy 
visited me, and as we chatted we were waiting for the next c h i m e of 
the clock: time stretched itself silently out between the quarters. It 
was not raining, but the clouds were a level dun. Before lunch we 
walked through the streets and Roy bought some more presents; 
afterwards he left me alone in my room. 

There Brown joined me in the middle of the afternoon. It was a 
relief to see him, rather than go on trying to read. But dicre was 
something ominous in his first deliberate question. 

‘I was wondering,’ he said, ‘whether you had Chrystal with yon. 

‘I’ve not seen him since the meeting,’ I said. 

‘I’ve not seen him,’ said Brown, ‘since he approached me after¬ 
wards in the sense that I’ve already given you my opinion of. But I 
thought it might not be unwise if I got into touch with him to-day. 
I’ve called round at his house, but they said that they thought he’d 
gone for a walk early this morning.’ 

I looked at the darkening window, against which the rain had begun 


to lash. 

‘It seems an odd day to choose,’ I said. 

‘I’ve tried his rooms,’ said Brown. ‘But it looks as though they 
had been empty all day.’ 

‘ What is he doing 1 ’ 

Brown shook his head. 


‘I’m afraid that he’s in great distress of mind,’ he said. 

It was for one reason alone that he was searching for Chrystal: he 
might still be able to influence him : using all the pressure of their 
friendship, he might still be able to keep him to Jago. On that last 
day. Brown had no room for other thoughts. He knew as well as I 
did where Chrystal had been tending. But Brown was enough of a 
politician never to lose all hope until the end, even though it was for¬ 
lorn. One could not be a politician without that kind of resilient hope. 
When Chrystal asked him to be a candidate. Brown had felt tor a time 
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it was all lost. But now he had got back into action again. Chrystal was 
undecided, Chrystal was walking about in ‘distress of mind’ - 
Brown was ready to throw in all his years of understanding of his 
friend, there was still a chance of forcing him to vote for Jago next 
morning. 

‘I am rather anxious to sec him before to-night,’ said Brown, 
looking at me with his acute peering glance. 

‘If I see him,’ I said, ‘I’ll let you know.* 

‘I should be very much obliged if you would,* said Brown. ‘Of 

course, I can always catch him at his house late to-night.’ 

His manner was deliberately prosaic and comfortable. He was 

showing less outward sign of strain than any of us; when he was 

frayed inside, he slowed down his always measured speech, brought 

out the steady commonplaces like an armour, reduced all he could to 
the matter-of-fact. 

Well, he said, ‘I think I’d better be off to my rooms soon. I’ve 
stall got some letters to write about the scholarships. Oh, there’s 

t^da°y ^ lhmSr 1 SUPPO$C y ° U d ° n t ****** to ^ to Jago 

I said that I had seen Jago in hall the night before. 

How did you think he was?’ 

‘Hopchd. So hopeful that it frightened me.’ 

I know what you mean. I had an hour with him this morning 

^ 1 t0 1 little w^nmgX i 

couldn t make any impression at all* & 

If he doesn’t get in? I said. 

He frowned and said: 

4 Ic s annoying to think that, if we were ri i 

to be sensible, we should have a decent “ rtam Chr y stal was going 
outall right. It’s a tantalizing 

roo *°y- 1 returned to my 
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at the shoulders, and his shoes were clean. He had not been walking 
much that day. 

‘I want a word with vou.’ 

J 

I asked him to sit down, but he would not even take off his 
coat. 

‘I’m busy. I’ve got to have a word with Brown.’ He was brusquer 
than I had ever heard him. 

‘He’s in his rooms,’ I said. 

‘I’ll go in three minutes. I shan’t take long with either of you. I 
shan’t stay long with Brown.’ 

He stared at me with bold, assertive, defiant eyes. ‘I’ve decided to 
vote for Crawford,’ he said. ‘He’s die better man.’ 

Like all news that one has feared hearing, it sounded Hat. 

‘It has been a lamentable exhibition,’ said Chrystal. 1 tell you, 
Eliot, we’ve only just missed making a serious mistake. I saw it in 
time. We nearly passed Crawford over. I never liked it. He’s the 

right man.’ 

I began to argue, but Chrystal cut me short: 

‘I haven’t time to discuss it. I’m satisfied with Crawford. I went 
round to see him this morning. I’ve been with liim all day. I ve heard 
his views on the college. I like diem. It s been a satisfactory day. 

‘I remember you saying 

‘I’m sorry, Eliot. I haven’t time to discuss it. I’ve never been happy 
about dns election. It’s been lamentable. I ouglitn t to have left it so 

late.’ 

• i t ’ s very hard to leave our parts' at this notice,’ I said angrily. 

‘I joined it against my better judgement,’ he snapped. 

‘That doesn’t atfea it. You’re contracted to Jago. Have you told 

Brown?’ .. . „ _ 

‘I didn’t want to write to Jago until I’d told Brown. I owe Brown 

an explanation. We’ve never had to explain anything to each other 

before I’m sorry about that. It can’t be helped. He looked at me. 

‘You don’t tlunk I mind sending a note to Jago. do you? He would 

never have done. Not in a hundred years. I m saving us alHrom 

calamity. You don’t see it now. but you’ll thank me later on 

He kept his coat on, he would not sit down, but he stood talking 

for some rime. He did not wish to face Brown, he long or 
hour to be past, lie was putting off die struggle: not tliroug 
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fear, the fear that some men are seized with when they cross their 

wills against a stronger one, but because he was too soft-hearted to 

cany bad news, too uncertain of his own part to display it before 
intimate eyes. 

He did not like the pan he had insensibly slipped into. Just as Jago 
hated the path of ambition which, once he had begun it, led him 
from step to step, each one springing naturally from the last, until 
he was tempted to humiliate himself in front of Nightingale - in the 
same way Chrystal hated the path of compromise, which, step by step, 
each one plausible, enjoyable, almost inevitable, had brought him 
now to quarrel with his friend and break his contract. It was all so 
natural. Angrily he justified himself to me, said ‘you’ll all thank me 
later on . He had been tom one way and the other, he had drifted into 
the compromise He had never been master of the events round him. 
It was that which he could not forgive. 

He had never been fond of Jago, had never liked to think of him as 
Master, had only joined m to please Arthur Brown. Then, liking the 
eel of power, he had tned to find ways out. He had revelled in 
m^kmg the candidates vote for each other. Yet even so he had not 
smiggled free from his indecisions. Was he too much under Brown’, 

Hu . affectlon ^ ^mple; but his longing to be 

masterful was intense. Was he right in sacrificing his judgerant, just 

it woK h irr * f" 1 d “* would be a mistake; 

it wouldhmdcr all dut Chrystal wanted, for himself and for the 

in of ^ *“"» 

“tx t 

he cotddl^rt eT* n^'h*' ““‘Y" * «*** 

•hat the whole sid ‘ he H» 
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the balance? Envy and pique and vanity, all the passions of self- 
regard: you could not live long in a society of men and not see 
them often weigh down the rest. How much of my own objection to 
Crawford was because he once spoke of me as a barrister manquti 
I did not know, perhaps I never should know, on what day Chrystal 
faced himself and saw that he would not vote for Jago. Certainly not 
in the first steps which, without his realizing, had started him towards 
this afternoon. When he began the move to make the candidates vote 
for each other, his first move to a coalition with the other side, he 
could still have said to himself, and believed it, that he was pledged 
to Jago. He did not make any pretence of enthusiasm to Brown or me, 
and to himself his reluctance, his sheer distaste, kept coming into mind. 
Yet he would have said to himself that he was going to vote for Jago. 
He would still have said it when in search of a third candidate - he was 
going to vote for Jago unless we found anodicr man. On December 
17th, when he approached Brown, he would have gone on saying 
it to himself. He would have said it to himself: but I thought that 
there arc tilings one says to oneself in all sincerity, statements of 
intention, which one knows without admitting it that one will never 
do. I believed it had been like that with Chrystal since the funcraL 
He believed he would vote for Jago, unless he brought off a coup: 
in some hidden and inadmissible way, he knew he never would. 

Yet it was probably less than forty-eight hours before this afternoon 
when at last he saw with explicit certainty that he would not vote 
for Jago. He had tried Brown as a third candidate, to give himself 
an excuse for tlirowing away his vote. Brown had turned him down. 
There would be no third candidate. It must be Jago against Crawford 
to die end. Chrystal was caught. There was nodiing for it now. So, 
widiin the last forty-eight hours, it had come to him. Everything 
became clear at one flash. With relief, widi release, w r ith extreme 
satisfaction, he knew diat he w'ould vote for Crawford. It was what 

he had wanted to do for months. 

It was astonisliingly like some of die moves in high politics, I 
thought afterwards when I had a chance of watching personal 
struggles upon a grander scale. I saw men as tough and dominating 
as Chrystal, entangled in compromise and in time hypnotized by dicir 
own technique: believing that they were being sensible and realistic, 
takin g dieir steps for coherent practical reasons, while in fact they 
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were moved by vacillations which they did not begin to understand. 
I saw men enjoying forming coalitions, just as Chrystal did, and re¬ 
velling in the contact with their opponents. I saw the same impulse to 
change sides, to resent one’s leader and become fascinated by one’s 
chief opponent. The more certain men are that they are chasing their 
own concrete and ‘realistic’ ends, so it often seemed to me, the 
more nakedly do you see all the strands they could never give a reason 

Such natures as Chrystal’s are more mixed in action than the man 
himself would ever admit - more mixed, I sometimes thought, than 
Umse of stranger men such as Jago and Roy Calvert. Chrystal thought 

c^rTin ^ hC did: L >' ou had onl 7 to watch him, to hear his 

^kno^h ° mbl T “ C dcIaycd breakin 8 ^ ncws to Brown, 
to know how many other motives were at work: yet it was naiveto 

think he was not being realistic at the same time. 

In a sense, he was being just as realistic as he thought He had his 

d.e mooS^ 8 V ^ 7 “ h f Vm8 ** h “ d over his vote. 
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I refused. 

why t0ld hjm ' 1 Was t0 ° downc astj 

*° ** t0,i 1 *“** *-8 about it/ said Chrystal. 

jit’s late already - to tell him what you’re no inn to * 

I accept that.’ said Chrystal. ‘Well 5 ; „ do 8 inVou’d better join 
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as in a few minutes, Eliot. You see eye to eye with Brown on this. 
He d like to have you there. I shall have to go. As soon as I’ve told 
him. I’ve got plenty to do to-night.’ 

As he spoke he started out of die room. Half-an-hour later I fol¬ 
lowed him. Brown was sitting deep in his habitual armchair; his face 
was sombre. Chrystal, his mackintosh unbuttoned, stood with his 
back to the fire, and his mouth was drawn down into lines unhappy and 
ill-treated. When I entered, it seemed as though neither had spoken 
for minutes past; and it was a time before Brown spoke. 

‘I gadier that you have an inklin g of this 
he said to me. 

I said yes. 

A moment later, there were light and very rapid footsteps on the 
stairs. In burst Jago, his eyes blazing. 

‘I’m extremely sorry,’ he said to Brown. His tone was wild, and 
he turned on Chrystal with a naked intensity. His skin was grey, and 
yet the grimace of his lips was for all the world as though he smiled. 
‘It was you I wanted to find,’ he said. ‘It is necessary for me to see you. 
This note you’ve been good enough to send me - I should like to be 
quite certain what you mean.’ 

‘I had not realized,’ said Brown in a quiet, measured voice, ‘that 
you had informed Jago already. I rather got the impression that you 
were speaking to me first.’ 

Chrvstal’s chin was sunk into his chest. 

‘I wrote before I came,’ he said. 


change in the situation/ 
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For an instant - was it an illusion? - they seemed quite motion¬ 
less. In that tableau. Brown was sitting with his fingers interlaced 
on his waistcoat, his eyes fixedly watching the other two: Chrys- 
tal’s head was bent, he was staring at the carpet, his forehead shone 
under the light, his chin rested on his chest: Jago stood a yard 

away, and there was still a grimace on his lips that looked like a 
smile. 


. r* h “ ve 8 ot hold of die "’rang impression,’ said Brown, 
Many of us, Jago flared out, ‘have got hold of wrong im¬ 
pressions. It would have been extraordinary if we hadn’t. I've seen 
some remarkable behaviour from time to time 

h “ d “ d 6ced J a e° with a bold assertive gare. 
S'7ST 7° and Brown 1 did »ot know; but Ifcfr 

^ I “ d DOt ““ “ -P'- hit-elf, he had stood 

Tm not taking those strictures from you, jago,' he said. 

At last I can say what I think,’ said Jago. 

We can all say what we think,’ said Chrystal 
Tim isn t very profitable,’ said Brown. 

fluitc mdd^hfi^^r^ 7“’ Jag ° frOWneA 
teeming, almost “ “ “*»'> ~ 

Yo ' ■ d "r J ^ 

the less unplcasing of the two You ^ ST 1 . , d “ t 1 was tightly 
grateful position for me to ZlZ inh 7^^ 
no pretence about it. We both hi rw k bm “ *“ y ““ was 
best of it Isn’t that true,* ” WhcIe wc stood “ d made the 

‘There’s SOmCt 7 8 ““id Chrystal. ‘But-’ 
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that we had very little in common. But we managed to adjust our¬ 
selves to this practical arrangement. You disliked the idea of my 
opponent more than you did me - and we took that as our common 
ground. It’s lasted us all these months until to-night. And it seems to me 
sheer abject folly that it shouldn’t last us a few hours longer.’ 

‘What do you mean?’ 

‘This wil1 all be over to-morrow morning. Why have you suddenly 
let your patience get die better of you ? I know only too clearly that 
you’re not very pleased at the idea of me as Master. We’ve both 
known that all along. Chrystal, I know we don’t get on at heart. I’m 
not going to pretend: I know we never shall. But we’ve made shift 
for long enough now. It’s too serious for us to indulge our likes and 
dislikes at the last minute. I’m ready now to talk over all the practical 
arrangements that we can conceivably make for the future. I’m asking 
you to think again.’ 

‘There’s no point in that.’ 

‘I’m asking you to think again,’ said Jago, with feverish energy. 
* We can make a working plan. I’m prepared to leave certain things in 
die college to you. It won’t remove the misunderstanding between us 
- but it will save us from the things we want most of all to avoid. 

‘What do I want most of all to avoid?’ asked Chrystal 

‘Having my opponent inflicted on you.’ 

‘You’re wrong, Jago.’ Chrystal shook his head. 

‘How am I wrong?’ 

‘I don’t mind Crawford being Master. I did once. It was my 
mistake. He’ll make a good Master.’ 

Jago heard but seemed not to understand. His expression remained 
strained to the limit of the nerves, angry and yet lit by his nervous 
hope. It remained so, just as when one reads a letter and the words 
spell out bad news, one’s smile takes some time to go. Jago had not 
yet realized in his heart what Chrystal had said. 

‘You know as well as I do,’ said Jago, ‘that seeing him elected is 

the last tiling any of us want.’ 

‘I take you up on that.’ 

‘Do you seriously deny it?’ 

‘I do,’ said Chrystal. 

*I’m very much afraid that you’re —* 

‘I’m sorry, Jago,’ said Chrystal. ‘ I’d better make it clear. Crawford 
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will be a good Master. You’ve got the advantage over him in some 
respects. I’ve always said that, and I stick to it.’ 

He paused. He kept his gaze on Jago: it was firm, satisfied, and 
curiously kindly. 

‘That’s not the whole story,’ he went on. ‘I don’t like saying this, 
Jago, but I’ve got to. You’ve got the advantage over him in some 
respects - but by and large he will make a better Master than y OU 
would have done.’ 

Jago gasped. It seemed that that was the moment when he began to 
know and suffer. 

‘Don’t worry too much,’ said Chrystai, with his curt, genuine, 
almost physical concern. ‘It isn't everyone who's suitable to be a 
Master. It isn't always the best — 9 

‘Now you want to patronize me,’ said Jago, very quietly. 

A Cunt flush tinged the thick-skinned pallor of Chrystal’s cheeks. 
It was only then, when Jago was defeated, beginning to feel the first 
empty pang knowing that the shame and suffering would grow that 

he succeeded in touching Chrystai. grow, mat 

Chr^Ar T CTedit decent intentions,- snapped 

Chrystai. If you had done, you might have more support.’ PP ^ 

mo re‘ 8 “ “ USC,CS ' Brown intervened, ‘for either of you to say 

T “ “t"’ 4 *> 


who turned away. 8 Y encroaching pam: it was Chrystai 

g°i“g into hall,* he said. 

‘I shalU^ t mC ** h0mC -’ $aid BroWn - 

Brown inclinedhis hii Ch^It” 0110 u momin &' Chrystai. 
out ncao. Chrystai gave a short good night, and went 

^agojhrew himself as though both restless and exhausted, on to 
‘So this is the end,’ he said. 
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‘I m afraid it is, Paul,’ said Brown steadily. ‘Unless something very 
unexpected turns up to help us - and I couldn’t let you hope any thing 
from that. ’ 

‘I’ve got no hope left,’ said Jago. 

‘I’m afraid we must resign ourselves,’ said Brown. ‘1 don’t need 
to tell you what your friends are feeling.’ 

‘It’s bitter,’ I said. 

‘Thank you both,’ said Jago, but his tone was far away. Suddenly 
he cried, as from a new depth of pain: ‘How can I inflict this on my 
wife? How can I face seeing her being so much hurt?’ 

Neither Brown nor I replied. Jago twisted on the sofa, drew up his 
knees and turned again. The bell began to ring for hall. 

‘I can’t dine with them,’ said Jago. ‘It would be intolerable to let 
them sec me.’ 

‘I know,’ said Brown. 

‘I do not see,’ said Jago quietly, ‘how I am going to stay here. I 
shall be reminded of this for the rest of my life.’ 

‘It sounds trite,’ said Brown, ‘but these wounds heal in time.’ 

‘I’ve got no money,’ said Jago. 'I am too old to move. Every time 
they see me, I shall be ashamed.’ 

He added: 

‘I shall have to watch another man in the place I should have filled. 
I shall have to call him Master.’ 

It was not a conversation. For minutes together he lay silent: then 
came a broken outburst. It was painful to hear the spurs of defeat 
wound him in one place, then another. Will the other side know 
to-night? Arc they celebrating in hall at this very moment? When will 
the news go round the university? Has it got outside the college yet? 
Who would be the first of his enemies to laugh? Why had he allowed 
himself to be a candidate? 

His grief became so wild that he rounded on Brown. 

‘Why did you expose me to tills danger? No one has ever done me 

so much harm before.’ 

‘I misjudged the situation,’ said Brown. ‘I regard myself as very 
much to blame for lack of judgement. 

‘You oughtn’t to take risks with your friends’ happiness.’ 

‘I shall always be sorry, Paul,’ said Brown with affectionate remorse, 
showing no sign that he resented being blamed. 
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After an interval of quiet Jago suddenly sat up and faced us. 

*1 want to ask you something. Is it quite certain that tliis man will 
get a majority to-morrow? ’ 

‘I m afraid it is. So far as it’s given to us to be certain.’ 

Is it? cried Jago. Why should I vote for him? Why should I 

make up his majority? I was coerced into it by Chrystal. Why should 
I do it now?’ 

‘I tltink you're bound by your promise,’ said Brown. ‘I never 
liked it, but I think you’re bound.’ 

‘That is for me to say,’ said Jago. 

Yes, it is for you to say,’ said Brown in the same even tone. ‘But 

there is another reason why I hope you won’t break your promise. 

If you do, people will say that Crawford would never have done so 

T au “ cul “f‘ n «S- And that this was the best proof that they 
had been right all the time.’ 7 

]P° you dlink now tkey have been right all the time?’ 

I am as sure they arc wrong as I’ve ever been ’ 

pJ^' th ° Ugh ,V Sh ° WD y ° U ttat r “ P«P“«d » break my 

I blow,’ said Brown, ‘that you feel temptations that I’m lucky 
enough to escape But I also know that you don’t give way mtW 
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‘Paul,’ said Arthur Brown, ‘I’ve failed in the thing I’ve most 
wanted to bring off here. You’re right to blame me, but perhaps you 
will remember that it isn’t going to be pleasant even for me yet awhile. 
I don’t welcome having this difference with Chrystal. And I abomin¬ 
ate the thought of Crawford as Master more than anyone in the 
college. After you, I believe I’m more affected than any of our 
friends.’ 

‘I’m sure that’s true,’ I said. 

‘Still,’ said Brown, ‘I’m not prepared to become a hermit because 
we’ve lost. We’ve shown some bad management and we’ve had some 
bad luck, and I don’t forgive myself for what it’s going to mean to 
you. But it has happened, and we’ve got to make the best of it. 
We’re not children, and we must go on living deccndy in this place.' 

‘For myself,’ he added, ‘I propose to try and make the college as 
friendly as possible. We ought to be able to heal some of these rifts. 
I admit that it will take time. It will be a few years before we stop 
being more divided than I should like. 

Jago looked at the most devoted of his supporters. Each of them 
took calamity according to his nature. To Jago, those last words 
were meaningless, were nothing but a noise that sounded outside 

his distress. He felt inescapably alone. 

Brown saw Jago look more dian ever harrowed, and yet could 
not begin to console him again. He had done all he could. He said 
to me: ‘I always insisted that it wasn’t a foregone conclusion. I 
expect you remember me giving you occasional warnings. I’m afraid 

they’ve turned out more than justified.’ 

He was moved for Jago to the bottom of his heart; he was defeated 
on his own account; and yet, I was all but sure, there came a spark 
of comfort as he thought how far-sighted he had been. 

The telephone rang. It was Brown’s wife, asking why he was halt 
an hour late for dinner. Brown said that he did not like to leave us, 
but I offered to take Jago into my rooms and find him food. 
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Deeper Than Shame 


Jago sat down by my fire. The flames, flaring and falling, illumined 
his face, left it in shadow, at times smoothed out the lines of pain. 
He gazed into the fire, talcing no notice of me. I smoked a cigarette, 
and then another. At last I went quietly, as though he were asleep, 
to sec what I could give him to eat. 

There was not much in my gyproom. Bidwell had seen to that. 
But there was a loaf of bread, cheese, and butter, and, very surprisingly, 
a little jar of caviare (a present from a pupil), which Bidwell happened 
not to like. I put them on the little table between us, in front of the 

fire. I went out again to fetch some whisky and glasses. When I re¬ 
turned, Jago had already begun to eat. 

He ate with extreme hunger, with the same concentration that a 
man shows when he has been starved for days. He did not talk, except 
to thank me when I filled his glass or passed a knife. He finished hilf 

A? grcat WCdg f of chccse - At he gave a smile, a 

youthful and innocent smile. ^ 

‘I was glad of that,' he said. 

He smiled again. 
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It was worse for Kim than for a humbler man, I thought. A humbler 
man could have cursed and moaned among his friends and thrown 
himself without thinking upon their love. Jago could not lower him¬ 
self, could not give himself away, could not take pity and affection 
such as soften fate for more pedestrian men. It was the fault of his 
pride, of course - and yet, one can be held back bv one’s nature and 
at the same time long passionately for what one cannot take. Jago 
could bring sympathy to young Luke or me or Joan Roycc or twenty 
others; but he could not accept it himself. With him, intimacy could 
only flow one way. When he revealed himself, it was in the theatre 
of this world, not by the fireside to a friend and equal. He was so 
made that he could not bear the equality of the heart. People blamed 
him for it; I wondered if they thought it enviable to be bom with such 
pride? 

‘Do you think for a moment,’ I said, ‘that it will make a difference 

to any of us? ’ 

/ 

‘Thank you for saying that,’ said Jago, but none of us was close 
enough. We were allies, young men to be helped, proteges whom 
it was a pleasure to struggle for: we could not come closer. That was 
true of us all. Brown had a strong, protective affection for Jago - but 
I had just seen how Jago could not receive it. To him. Brown was 
another ally, the most useful and dependable of all. He was never 
easy with Brown. So far as he found case with men at all, it was with 
his proteges. 

‘Do you think,’ I persisted, ‘we value men according to their 
office? Do you think it matters a damn to Roy Calvert or me whether 
you’re called Master or not ? ’ 

‘I wanted to hear it,’ said Jago nakedly. His imagination turned a 
knife in his bowels. He could not keep it from running after all the 
humiliations to come. They passed before his eyes with the sharpness 
of a film. He could not shut away the shames of his disgrace. He was 
drawn towards them by a morbid attraction. He had to imagine 
Crawford in his place. 

His place: he had counted on it with such defenceless hope. He had 
heard himself being called Master: now he would hear us all call 
Crawford so. Among the wounds, that rankled and returned. He 
saw - as clearly as though it were before his eyes - Crawford presiding 
in hall, taking the chair at a college meeting. He could not stand it. 
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He could not go to dinner, with that reproach before him in the flesh. 

He thought of meeting his acquaintances in the streets. The news 
would rush round Cambridge in a week: people would say to him, 
with kindness, with a cruel twinkle 'I was surprised. I’d always 
hoped you’d be elected yourself’. Others would see the announce¬ 
ment in The Times. Had he kept his hope strictly to himself? He had 
dropped words here and there. The stories would go round; and they 
would gain colour as time passed, they would not be accurate, but they 
would keep the frailty and the bite of human life. Crawford’s election 
- that was the time when Jago thought he had it in his pocket, he had 
actually ordered the furniture for the Lodge - Chrystal changed his 

mind on the way to the chapel, and said it was the wisest decision 
he ever made in his life. 

They were the ways in which jago would be remembered. Per- 
haps the only way,, for there would be nothing that did not die with 
dtc flesh ; he would never get high place now, there was no memorial 

The evening went on, a, jago sat by my fire: the chime, danced 
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him. That explained, as I had already thought, the obsessive strength 
of his ambition. The Mastership meant that men esteemed him; they 
thought of him as one of themselves, as better than themselves. 
Listening to Brown and Chrystal when they asked him to stand, 
Jago had felt that he could have had any kind of success, he felt in¬ 
fused by confidence such as he had never known. It was one of the 
triumphant moments of his life. 

He had become obsessed by the ambition: he had hated die path 
along which it had led him; the disappointments, the anxieties, the 
inhibitions, the humiliations - they corroded him because they 
brought back his diffidence again. But always he was buoyed up 
when he thought of his party and die place they would win for him. 
Above all, he was buoyed up by the support of Brown and Chrystal 
He did not like Chrystal; dicy were as different as men could be} 
but that antipathy made Chrystal’s support more precious. He re¬ 
sented Chrystal’s management, he thought Chrystal was a coarse- 
minded party boss - but even when he wanted to quarrel, he thought 
widi wonder and delight ‘diis man believes in me! this man is com¬ 
petent, down-to-earth - and he’s ready to make me Master! If such 
a man believes in me, I can believe in myself! ’ 

That night Chrystal had drained away the littJc store of confidence. 
Would it ever be refilled? It would be harder now than when 
Jago first became ambitious, first wished to prove himself among 
men. 

It was eleven o’clock, the clock was just striking, when he began to 
speak about his wife. She had been his first thought in Brown s room. 
He had not brought himself to mention her since. 

‘She will be waiting up for me,’ he said. I shall hurt her beyond 
bearing when I sec her. I’ve tried hard all my life not to hurt her. Now 

I can’t sec a way out.’ 

‘Won’t she guess there’s something wrong? 

‘That won’t make it easier - when she hears it s mic. 

‘She’ll bear it,’ I said, ‘because it comes from you.’ 

‘That makes it a hundred rimes worse. 

‘For you. But not for her.’ 4 , 

‘If I brought bad news from outside,’ said Jago, I should not 

be afraid for a single instant. She is very brave in every way in which 

a human being can be brave. If this place shut down an we ost 
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every penny, fd cell her the news and she’d start getting ready to 
work the next minute. But this is horribly different.’ 

I did not question him. 

‘Don’t you see,’ he cried, ‘that she will accuse herself?* 

He added quietly: 

‘She will be certain to think it is her fcult.* 

" “ V 1 1 ‘ explain exactly 

n ‘f, c ^ ncVCT belike you. She’ll never believe any of you.’ He 
pamed. I m very much afraid that she will not believe me.’ 

Is it no use our trying i ’ 

will reassure her,’ said Jago. ’I think she 

. , ~ yct sbe ' bellcvc mc when it concerns herself. I’ve not 

brought her pca ? of mind. If she’d married another man. she ZZ 

KTone‘’ 1 d ° n t lmOW - 1 h °^ 1 h^ppy Ztl 

‘I know what you feel,’ I said, 

b - 

I think I could it- a 11 9 1 __ i 
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CHAPTER 45 

The Election 


On the morning of the election, I woke while it was still dark. 
There were knocks at the great gate, the rattle of the door opening, 
the clink of keys, voices in the court; it was six o’clock, and the ser¬ 
vants were coming in to work. Although I had been late to bed, tell- 
ing Roy die final news, I could not get to sleep again. The court 
quietened, and the first light of the winter dawn crept round the 
edges of die blind. As die grey morning twilight became visible in 
the dark room, I lay awake as I had done in other troubles and heard 
the chimes ring out over the town with indifferent cheerfulness. I 
was full of worry*, though there was nothing left to worry about. 

The light increased; there were footsteps, not only servants’, pass¬ 
ing dirough the court; I recognized Chrystal’s quick and athletic 
tread. Why was he in college so early? It was a solace when Bidwell 
tip-toed in. After his morning greeting, he said: 

‘ So die great old day has arrived at last, sir.’ 

‘Yes,’ I said. 

He stood beside the bed with his deferential roguish smile. 

‘I know it’s wrong of us to talk among ourselves, sir, but we’ve had 
a good many words about who is to be the next Master.’ 

‘Have you?’ 

‘They’re two very nice gentlemen,’ said Bidwell. ‘A very popular 
)r Jago is. I shouldn’t say there was a servant in the 
had ever heard a word against him.’ He was watching 
me with sharp eyes out of his composed, deliberately bland and guile¬ 
less face. 

‘Of course,’ he said when I did not reply, ‘Dr Crawford is a very 
popular gentleman too.’ He hurried a little, determined not to be on 
die wrong side. ‘Between ourselves, sir, I should say diey were 
equally popular. We shall drink their healdi all right, whoever you 
put in.’ 

I got up and shaved and put on my’ darkest suit. It was curious, I 
thought, how strongly ritual held one, even though one was not 
given to it. Out of die window, the court looked sombre in the bleak 


gentleman E 
collccc who 
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”!, 0rT n 7’ °T C ° f t''" 1 lcav “ of autumn had drifted on to the 
otce th 'f ° D dlC ' ,ght “ ^ sitting-room, and for 

^fc' kc 7d 8 5tr0nS ‘ y “ DmC f ° r dtough die 

Jj‘‘ r' r th ° Ut mUch a PP COte “ d r “ d the morning 

paper, the news from the Spanish war seemed a little better Roy ran 

np the stairs and walked about the room for a few moments Y 
7' 0ld boy -' he “id. - You mustn't miss the show.' 

a bVack nlk uT^T 7 ** mUl1 de B““. “ d was wearing 

He was 1 “ ke<J bm wh y, “d it was a sign of losf 

He was less disturbed, more excited and far gayer than I w« He told 

me that he had met ChrystaJ in the court, and ^ ° " 

fo bemg cursed wsd, ^ temperamental indecision 

- ““ " 1 “id-' R°y’» became impassive. 

t must make acuve hfe an‘mpossib'e strain,” I said.' 

I grinned. How did he take it? ’ 

He looked rather puzzled.’ 

‘It wasn’t very wise.’ 

Just so ' said Roy. ' But it was remarkably pleasing * 
te ltdy next r y * be& * he “■<> he was off 

77- ** across die 
the head porter, his top hat ^ d oor Sto °d °P“. “d 

waiting to give the sigmd for the bell to p^ufT/h T™”. 6 ' 

when, through the Rrcat Pate jjj 7, C h hd not done so 

mortar board and eown. a c b PP car ^°ld Gay. He was wearing 
he was wrap^dupTalw t?” ** ^ h ' <o college! 
tcarves; his beard looked as th’n l7 u°V P add cd duck with 
Step by step, foot "* 

ttc chapel. Two under porterswalk^k k- j i^ C P ro S rcsscd towards 
kvc commanded them for thev see A '1 ^ lou 8^ t he must 

to do. Before he was half-wiv J A^ mystl{lcd ^ d kid nothing 

At the first sound. Gay looked uo^t th ***? ^ to ring, 

and olympian nod. ^ C OWcr K avc an approving 

door. Ifc (iH li'll'Zj.'--';, ?" ,WE 'm«gcd from .1, ch.p.J 

f ““ 4 - " a “-‘ sSSii's 
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along die path. Before diey met. Gay called out a resounding good 
morning that I could hear even across the court and through my win¬ 
dows ; when they came close enough. Gay enthusiastically shook hands. 

At diat moment, Chrystal and Dcspard-Sinith were approaching 
from the second court, and Winslow came through the gate. The 
bell rang out insistendy. It was time for me to go. 

When I went into the chapel there was complete silence, though 
most of the college were already sitting there. A long table had been 
placed in the nave; it was covered widi a thick rich crimson table¬ 
cloth I had never seen before; and there, with Gay at the head, Pilbrow 
on his right hand, Dcspard-Smith on his left, the others in order down 
its length, the fellows sat. The bell clanged outside: in each pause be¬ 
tween the peals, dicrc was complete silence. The chapel was solemn to 
some by faith; but odicrs, who did not believe, who knew what the 
result of this morning must be, to whom it was just a form, were 
nevertheless gripped by the ritual magic. 

The lights shone down on die red cloth. In die silence, one noticed 
more than ever the smell of the chapel - earthy, odorous from wood, 
wax, fusty books. Along with that smell, which never varied, came 
a new concomitant, a faint but persistent tincture of pomade. It 
must have been due, I thought, to old Gay s barber. 

The bell still clanged. Ten o’clock had not yet struck. There were 
three empty places at the table. One was on my left, where Luke had 
not yet come. There was another between Dcspard-Smidi and Brown, 
and a third between Winslow and Chrystal. Then Jago walked in, 
slowly, not looking at any of us. He stared at the table, took in the 
empty places. He saw where his must be. He took the chair between 
Winslow and Chrystal. No words were spoken, he made no indi¬ 
cation of a greeting: but Brown, opposite to him, gave a slight kin 


smile. .. . 

Luke came to his place, and wc were still quiet. The bell gave i 

last peal: die chimes of ten were quivering above die chapel: Craw¬ 
ford moved, swiftly but without heat or fuss, to the last seat. 

‘I apologize if I’m late, Senior Fellow,’ he said equably. They 

were the first wonls spoken since I went in. . , 

The last stroke often had sounded, and dierc was no whisper in the 
chapel. Gay sat upright, looking down the table; Pilbrow and Des- 
pard-Smith faced each other: Winslow and Crawford: Jago and 
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Brown: Chrystal and Nightingale: Gctliffe and me: Roy Calvert and 
Luke. In front of each of us, on the crimson cloth, was a copy of the 
statutes, a slip of paper, and a pen. Down the middle of the table ran 

offom° ff ° Ur S ‘ 1Ver inksnmd5 " ° nc for Ga y aJone > one for “ch group 

Gay climbed to his feet. 

‘Ah/ he said. ‘I propose to carry out the duties conferred on me by 
our statutes/ He began at once to read from his leather-covered copy. 

At ten o clock in the morning of the appointed day the Fellow's 
shall assemble m the chapel, and of the fellows then present that one 
who ts first m order of precedence shall preside. He shall first read 
aloud - - Gay looked up from the book. ‘This is the appointed day, 
there s no doubt about that. And I am the fellow first in order of 
precedence. Now is the time to do my duty/ 

In his strong and sonorous voice he read on. The words echoed in 

the chapel; everyone sat still while the seconds ticked past; I kept my 

eyesfromjago s face. The quarter struck, and Gay was still reading. 
At last he finished. h 

Ah, he said ‘that’s well done. Now I call upon you to stand and 
make your declarations. 

Cay vigorously recited: ‘I, Maurice Harvey Laurence Gay. do 
hereby declare that I have full knowledge of the statutes just read and 
Wtll solemnly obsctve them. I do also hereby declare that without 
thought of gain or loss or worldly considerations whatsoever I will 
now choose as Master that man who in my belief will best maintain 

^ceri/Td S “ d 8l0ty ° f ** ‘ vow this in 

5SST° w «“ 1 *■ ■** - 

Despard-Smith s voice died away. 

Winslow thrust out his underlip, and said: 

I vow this in sincerity and truth/ 

Despard-Smith immediately whhpcred in Gay’s ear. Gay said: 

declaration!’ 0 ’ ^ th “ eVa ^ a ‘ shouJd rad whole 

Am I bound by the decision of the senior j » 
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‘We mustn’t leave anything to doubt. No indeed,’ said Gay. ‘I 
have to ask you to comply. Then everyone else, right down the line. 
That’s the proper way.* 

‘I do it under protest. Senior Fellow,’ said Winslow sullenly, and 
read the declaration in a fast monotone. 

When it came to Jago’s turn, I felt the strain tighten among us as 
we stood. His voice was muffled but controlled. When he ended his 
promise, he threw back his head. His shoulder was almost touching 
Chrystal’s. 

The declarations passed across the table, came to the young men. 
At last Luke had completed his: we all stayed on our feet. 

‘Is that everyone?’ said Gay. ‘I want to be assured that everyone has 
made his declaration according to the statutes. That s well done again. 
Now we may sit down and write our votes. 

For some minutes — perhaps it was not so long — diere was only the 
sound of the scratch of pens on paper. I noticed Chrystal, who was 
using his fountain pen, push towards Jago the inkstand that stood 
for them both to use. Someone higher up the table was crossing out a 
word. I finished and looked at Francis Getlifle, direedy opposite: he 
gave me a grim smile. Several people were still staring down at their 
slips. Gay was writing away. 

He was the last to look up. ‘Ah. All ready? Pray read over your 

votes,’ he said. 

Then he called out: 

‘I will now request the junior fellow to collect your votes and 
deliver them to me. I shall then read them aloud, as prescribed in the 
statutes. I request the two next senior fellows to make a record of die 
votes as I announce them. Yes, that’s the work for them to do.’ 

Pilbrow and Dcspard-Smith sat widi paper in front of them. 
Young Luke walked down the nave, arranging the votes in order, so 

that they could be read from die juniors upwards. 

‘Well done,’ said Gay, when Luke placed the litde pile in his hand. 
‘Well done.’ 

He waited until Luke was once more in his seat. 

‘ Now is the rime to read the votes,’ Gay announced. Once more he 
clutched the table and got to his feet. He held the slips at arm s length, 
in order to focus his faded, longsighted eyes. He recited, in the clearest 

and most robust of tones: 
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‘Here they are.’ 

*“I» Walter John Luke, vote for Dr Paul Jago.”* 

4 “I, Roy Clement Edward Calvert, elect Paul Jago.”’ 

My vote for Jago. There was no fixed form of voting, though Roy’s 
was supposed to be the most correct. It struck me irrelevantly how 
one heard Christian names that one had scarcely known. 

I, Francis Ernest Getliffe, elect Redvers Thomas Arbuthnot 
Crawford.”’ 

‘‘‘Ronald Edmund Nightingale votes for Dr Crawford.” ’ 
“‘Charles Percy Chrystal elects Dr Thomas Crawford.”’ 

As Gay’s voice rang out with Chrystal’s vote, there was a quiver 
at die table. There may have been some, I thought, to whom it was 
a shock. Had the news reached everyone by ten o’clock? 

‘“I, Arthur Brown, elect Paul Jago.”’ 

I waited anxiously for the next. 

"*I» Paul Jago, elect Thomas Crawford.”' 

•“Redvers Thomas Arbuthnot Crawford chooses Paul Jago 

Haro^S,™ ^ ^ CraWf ° rd - “ d S ‘ Sm ** nam ' “ G ° df -y 


D “ plrd - SnUth de “ Thomas 

CWcrA"^ PUbr ° W ’ elect Redven Thomas Arbuthnot 


Someone said: ‘That’s a majority.’ 

There was still Gay’s own vote to come. 

Gay read with doubled richness: 

and L T“ CC Ga >h Fellow of the college 

d “ d “ Pr °p^ 0r “ having perfonned my 

ni“ / W n m T? r<W wi ' h *<= and heard the 

declarations of the fellows duly assembled in chapel, do hereby cast 
m LT 0tC Pau * Jago “ Master of the college ” ’ ^ 

dthcr of rclaxaQon ° r surpnsc - ■ 

^^There we are,’ said Gay. ‘There are the votes. Have you counted 


^Yes, said Despard-Smith. 
Mind you count them car 

mistake at the la«r * 
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‘Seven votes for Dr Crawford,’ said Despard-Smith bleakly, 
* Six for Dr Jago. Seven votes make a clear majority of the college, 
and Dr Crawford is elected.’ 

‘Ah. Indeed. Remarkable. Dr Crawford. I understand - You’re 
certain of your records, my dear chap?’ 

‘Certainly.’ Despard-Smith was frowning. 

‘I think I must scrutinize them. I ought to make sure.’ Still standing, 
the old man held the list of votes two feet from his eyes, and checked 
each one beside the written slips. 

‘I agree with you,’ he said g eniall y to Despard-Smith. ‘Well done. 
Seven votes for Dr Crawford. I must declare him elected.’ 

For the last time, a hush fell in the chapel. Gay stood alone, s m i l i ng , 
serene and handsome. 

‘Dr Red vers Thomas Arbuthnot Crawford,’ he called. Crawford 
rose. 

‘ Senior Fellow,’ he said. 

4 1 declare you elected this day Master of the college,’ said Gay. 

He added, with a superb and natural air: 

‘And now I give the college into your charge.’ 

4 1 thank you. Senior Fellow,’ said Crawford imperturbably. ‘I 
thank the college.’ 

Without a word, Jago leaned across the table, shook Crawford’s 
hand, and walked out of the chapel. Everyone watched him go. It 
was not until the outer door swung to that chairs were pushed back 
and men surrounded Crawford. We all congratulated him. Nightin¬ 
gale smiled at him, admiringly. Chrystal said: ‘I’m very glad, 
Crawford.’ Brown shook him by the hand with a polite, formal 
smile. Crawford was good-humoured and self-assured as ever while 
people talked to him. It was strange to hear him for the first time 
called Master. 


294 


CHAPTER 46 

The Master Presides 


I went away from the chapel with Roy Calvert, and wc stood in the 
great gate, watching women bustle by to their morning shopping: the 

^ buSCS S leamcd a brilliant red under the slaty sky. 

Duhecb said Roy. ‘ Old boy, one never feels the worst until it 
happens. I m deflated.’ 

‘Yes.’’ 

‘m y do« one mind so much rbout things which don’t nutter, 
inis doesn t matter to us. 

4 It matters tojago,’ I said. 

you^X ^' 1 Should ** to - ™ 

‘I did.' 

J ^ SO wtetehei [t ' s “o» in yoor 

e, Lewis, He smiled, mocking both me and himself. X 

■wj.d s rr 

*“* "oly goi » 225 *” WW ‘ l “ 

signature at the bottom. I like a Pood k«ld • “ y 00 ** m Y 

who's not ashamed of the siphtr»f^‘ signature. I like a man 

^gonchtcdoc^^Y^^.^"^. “V it's 

I congratulate you.’ ^ aVC a ^ cttcr Section than 

dcctio1 ^' Despard-Smith. ‘1 don’t 

two more for^S d P,Cnty ° f for onc or 

myself* M * h °P e to do »X duty at another one or two 
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He waved a jocular finger at Winslow. 

And diere 11 be no slackness, Winslow, my dear chap. Declara¬ 
tions in full, mind. I can see I shall have to keep you up to the mar ie.' 

Winslow smiled caustically. 

I still maintain I was right,’ he said. ‘I want it discussed. I’ve never 
believed in multiplying mummery —’ 

He flanked Gay on one side, Despard-Smith on the other, and they 
kept pace with his shuffle as they moved off arguing. ‘Good morning 
to you,’ said Winslow to Brown and me. ‘Good morning, my dear 
chaps,’ Gay shouted to us behind him. 

I remained with Brown, and asked him what Roy had asked me: 
ought one of us to look after Jago? Would he go round himself? 
‘I should be useless to him,’ said Arthur Brown. ‘I’m very much 
afraid that I shouldn’t be acceptable. I must reconcile myself to the 
fact that my company will distress him for a long time to come. He 
won’t want to be reminded of our disaster.* 

Brown spoke evenly, with resignation but with deep feeling. His 
concern would not flag, would not be snubbed away: his was not a 
nature to forget. Yet it was like him to have stayed behind with 
Gay to make sure that the formalities were properly complied with. 
No one else of Jago’s party would have cared whether or not the 
notice was affixed: Brown could not help scrutinizing the ceremony 
to die end: even though Crawford was elected, the ceremonies must 

standing by 

the chapel door, he said: 

‘I suppose everyone will want to drink some healths to-night. I’d 
better see that they’re not forgetting to have a few botdes ready.’ 

For die rest of die day, until dinner, I heard only one more com¬ 
ment. It was from Chrystal, whom I met as he was walking out of 
college after lunch. 

He looked at me with bold eyes, and gave his brisk good afternoon. 

‘I tell you wliat, Eliot,’ he said sharply, ‘I didn’t like Jago’s behaviour 
this morning. He oughtn't to have gone offlike diat.’ 

‘He’s had something to put up with.’ 

‘I know what he feels. I shouldn’t like it myself. But one’s got to 
put a face on diings.’ 

It was true, I thought: he did not know what it was like to be 
wounded. 


be performed, the college must be carried on. And now. 
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-j —* — ^ l miq ^nrystai. i Know 

you disagree with me. I wasn’t happy about it myself But he’s not 

dependable enough. He’s a likeable man. But he wouldn’t have done.’ 
I did not want to carry on the argument. 

Before we parted, he said: 

’You'll come and thank me in time, Eliot. I shouldn’t be surprised 
it he doesn t turn up to-night. That won’t be so good. ’ 

By custom, all fellows came in to drink the new Master’s health 

on the mght of his election; it was to provide for this occasion that 
crown had gone to the cellars. 

Roy was busy packing and getting ready his notebooks for the 
Vatican library, so I spent the afternoon alone. I went out for tea in 

own and on my way ran straight into Mrs Jago. 1 began to tell 
her how distressed I was. She cut me dead. 

In my rooms that evening, I kept thinking of that strange incident, 
ft was easy to see it as a joke - but I had come to feel fond ofher 
and it was no joke at all. What state must she be in t How completely 

kSHSss *sks 

cordiality, and spoke to us all* ^ un P ai ^l 

selection ^ ^ » 

don’t want to parade opinions which n ^ C ^ n8s onc addresses. I 

te£s^^=sss=a=* 

Well, it’s over,’ he said. 

It’s over.' 


•} S ? IT ^ y° u rc tQ o disappointed, Lewis.* 
I don t pretend to be overjoyed.’ 1 t A 
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‘It will shake down.* He smiled. ‘Look, I need your advice. Come 
out and see us to-morrow night,’ 

I said yes as spontaneously as I could. 

‘Good work,’ said Francis. 

Nearly all the fellows had arrived. Each rime the door opened, we 
looked for Jago. But first it was Pilbrow, sparkling with delight 
because he had received an invitation to go to Prague in the spring - 
then Gay, although he was breaking the routine of his nights. ‘Ah, 
Crawford, my dear chap,’ he said. ‘ I thought you would feel the gilt 
was off the gingerbread unless I put in an appearance. Master I must 

call you now. I congratulate you.’ 

We were still waiting for Jago when the butler announced to 

Crawford that dinner was served. 

‘Well,’ said Crawford, ‘this seems to be the whole party. Gay, will 
you take my right hand? Eustace, will you come in on my left?’ 

He sat at the head of the table in hall, looking slightly magnified, 
as men do when placed in the chief seat. His face was smooth and 
buddha-Uke as he listened to old Gay tlirough dinner. Down the 
table, I caught some whispers about Jago, and a triumphant smile 
from Nightingale. None ofjago’s friends referred to him. We could 
not explain why he had not come. We said nothing: Luke looked at 
me and Brown, hurt that no one could put up a defence. 

When we returned to the combination room, there were several 
decanters on the table, the glass glittering, the silver shining. Near 
them stood a pile of peaches in a great silver dish, whidi was reflected 
clear in die polished wood. Gay’s eyes glistened at the sight. As he was 
congratulating the steward, Crawford started to arrange us in our 

S % think we must have a change,’ said Crawford. ‘Gay, you must 
take my right hand again. That goes without saying. Chrystal, I 

should like you up here.’ 

Just as we were seated and Crawford had filled Gay s glass and his 
own and was pushing the first decanter on, the door opened and Jago 
came into the room. He was pale as though with an illness. AU eyes 

were on him. The room was quiet, 

‘Jago,* said Crawford. ‘Come and sit by me.’ 

Chrystal moved down one, we rearranged ourselves, and Jag 

walked to the place on Crawford s left- 
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‘ I am so very sorry/ he said, ‘ to have missed your first dinner in hall. 
I had something to discuss with my wife. I thought I might still be in 
time to drink your health.’ 

The decanter was soil going round. As glasses were being filled, 
Jago said, in a voice to which all listened: 

'I think I can claim one privilege. That is what my wife and I have 
been discussing. We feel you should be our guest before you go to 
anyone else. Will you dine with us to-morrow ’ - Jago paused, and 
then brought out the word - ‘ Master? ’ 

He had got through it. He scarcely listened to Crawford’s reply. He 

raised his glass as Gay proposed the health of‘our new Master’. 

Jago did not speak again. He went out early, and I followed him, but 

he did not wish to say a word or hear one. He did not even wish for 

silent company along the path. In the blustering night, under the 

college lamps, he walked away. I watched him walk alone, back to 
his house. 


THE END 


Reflections on the College Past 


Often, during that year of the Mastership election, I thought how 
much the shape of our proceedings was determined by the past. 
Coming back for that first college meeting in January, I began think¬ 
ing about the agenda, and wondered how long that rigid order had 
stayed unchanged. The minutes were, of course, a recent innovation; 
within living memory there had been no record of any decisions 
except for die most formal acts, such as elections and the sale of land. 
It had been left to die recollection of the senior fellows - which sug¬ 
gested some not uncolourful scenes. But first the livings, second 
money: it seemed our predecessors had kept that order for at least 
two hundred years. 

Many forms had stayed unchanged in diis place for much longer 
still. Fellows had elected their Master, as we had to do that year, by a 
practice that scarcely varied back to die foundation. The statute 
Despard-Smith had recited at that January meeting was dated 1926 , 
but the provisions were die same as those of Elizabeth. And die period 
of diirty days after die death, if die vacancy happened out of term, 
was a safeguard to prevent a snap election without giving men time 

to ride across country to Cambridge. 

The forms had stayed so much unchanged that it was sometimes 
hard to keep one’s head and see the profound differences between us 
and our predecessors. It was very hard in a college like this, where so 
much of die setting remained physically unchanged. True, die college 
antiquaries told us that die windows had been altered in die seven¬ 
teenth century, that the outer walls over die college had been at 
least twice refaced, that die disarray of the garden was an eighteenth- 
century invention, diat no one could trace die internal arrangement 
of die rooms. But those were small tilings: a sixteenth-century mem¬ 
ber of the college, dropped in die first court now. would be instan¬ 
taneously at home. And we felt it. However impervious one might be 
to die feeling of past time, there were moments when one was 
drugged by it. It was a haze which overcame one as one walked on 
the stones of die first court, touched the panelling in a room such as 
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mine, looked over the roofs to King 's; all these had been so long die 
same. 

One felt it even in the streets of Cambridge. Walking as Roy and I 

had done on a rainy night, we passed through streets whose shape 

would have been comfortably familiar to our predecessors. The houses, 

the buildings, except for the colleges and churches, had all gone; but 

the colleges and churches defined the streets, and it was hard not to 

think of other men walking as we did, of the chain of lives going 

back so long a time, of others walking those same narrow streets in 
the rain. 


As I said, this physical contact with past time made it hard to keep 
one’s head. It was so easy to imagine our predecessors as they walked 
through the same court, dined in the same hall, drank their wine 
in the same combination room, elected a Master according to the 
same forms. It was easy to go a step further and think the election of a 
Master two or three hundred years ago was almost indistinguishable 
from ours now; it was easy to think that our predecessors and our- 
sdves could be exchanged with no one noticing. One lost one’s sense 
of fact. Of course, there would be resemblances between any elections 
to the Mastership; take a dozen men, ask them to elect their own head, 
and they wdl go through the same manoeuvres as we were going 
trough now; put an ambitious man like Jago in the college three 
hundred years ago, and he would have wanted the Mastership - put 
Brown there too, and he would have tried to work it for him. 

now'*™"? W °f! 1 haV<: bca ?° nc <*•<* ^-ence between then and 
now. Tlie dozen fellows would have been mostly youths in their early 

twenties. The core of solid, middle-aged, successful married men who 

COflc K. 1 ° StTOn 8 “ d aduI ' character - of these there 
couH be no trace. The Winslows, Browns, Chrystals. Jagos, <W 

Gtthffes, Crawfords could have no counterparts at all. Of the preset 
woety one might expect to find in a seventeenth or eighteen* cen¬ 
tury college one or two old bachelors like Despard-Smith and Pilbrow 

was twenty-sewen. *”£%££££!&££££ 
« not so certain, but the average age 

M-eXd a 
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often elected as a young man (Francis GetlifFe or I would have been a 
reasonable age for a seventeenth century Master), but his dividends 
were much greater than the fellows’, he did most of the administra¬ 
tion of the college, including the work of the modem bursar, he 
remained in the post for life and could be married. It was not an 
accident that the Lodge had its stately bedroom, while fellows’ sets, 
even those as handsome as mine, contained as sleeping places only 
their monastic cells. The Masters down to 1880 lived a normal pros¬ 
perous adult life in the midst of celibates, young and old: and they 
inclined in fact to form a separate aristocratic class in Cambridge 
society. 

By now that segregation had disappeared. The Mastership which 
Jago longed for would not make him rich among the fellows: as 
Brown calculated, he would lose a little money on it: in the comfort¬ 
ably middle-class Cambridge of the ’thirties, most dons drew in 
between £1,000 and £2,000, Masters as well as the rest. The old 
predominance and powers had gone. The position still had glamour, 
repute, a good deal of personal power. It carried a certain amount 
of patronage. But its duties had faded away. Anyone who filled it 

had to create for himself die work to do. 

This was one of the signs which showed how the college itself was 
changing. The forms remained, but the college was changing now, 
as it had changed in essence before in its six hundred years. 

Few human institutions had a history so continuous, so personal, 
so day-to-day, I thought one night, listening to the rain on the 
windows. The cadicdral schools of Milan and the like have histories of 
a kind which takes one back to the Roman Empire; but dicy are not 
histories like die college’s, of which one could trace each step in the 
fabric, in the muniment-room, in the library', in die wine books, in the 
names scratched on the windows and cut into die walls. Over the 
fireplace, a couple of yards from my chair, dicrc were four names cut 
in die stone: in die sixteenth century diey had shared diis room, and 
slept in bunks against the panelling: those four all became (it is strange 
that they came togedier as boys) leaders of the Puritan movement: 
they preached at Leyden, wrote propaganda for die Plymouth 
plantation, advised Windirop before he went to Boston. Two of them 

died, old men, in America. 

It was astonishing how much stood there to be known of all those 
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lives. The bottles of wine drunk by each feflow were on record, back 
almost for two hundred years. 

I looked at the names carved into the fireplace, and I reverted 
to my thought of a few moments before. All this physical intimacy 
with the past could fill one’s imagination as one sat before the fire; 
but there were times when it intoxicated one too much to see what 
the past was like. It was hard to remember, within these unchanging, 
yard-thick walls, how much and how often the college had changed, 
in all it stood for and intended to do. 

It had begun as nothing very lofty. It had begun, in fact, as a kind 
of boarding-house. It was a boarding-house such as grew up round all 
the medieval universities; the universities drew students to the town, 
and there, as quite humble adjuncts, were houses for students to 
lodge - sometimes paid for by their clubbing together, sometimes 
mamnuned by an older man who paid the rent and then charged his 

The medieval universities came to fiiB existence very quickly 
They happened, it scans, because the closed, settled, stagnant world of 
*e irk ages was at last breaking up; the towns, whkhW Cmc 
•mall and insignificant in the seventh and eighth centuries, were 
growing again as - for some reason still not clear - trade beean to flow 
once more over Europe, though still nothmg bke m fi^^de^ 
the Antomnes. By the twelfth and thirteenth centuries, the r 

trade was becoming lively; and there wm a ^ r change of 

professional class Jcope 

complex. This seems to have A. T^ 7 “ore 

suddenly broke out in universities - BohxmL^ ] Wcstc ™ Euro P c 
In England Oxford became in rb,. °? na ' Sa ^ crno * Pisa . Paris. 

European reputation; Cambridge, whi^ orfefoamd K 
process of a few masters leaving OxW \ v T plc 

market-town, and starting to tLh ^ ? Up m ** UttIc fcn 

for a long time. § ' Was not a rival « the same class 

k t'SStnftSErS? » l r•“ d '”s 

dusk, in the cold, comfortless 7 m m °niing, finished at 

lectures, the Quadrivium and die Trivi^L^” 3 ' ^ ^ of the 

** word ^°Ppmg; but out oH ^ 

of rest and facility in argumeu 
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and many did not stay it. At the end there was a sort of examination; 
as with a modem Ph.D., everyone who stayed the course seems to have 
passed. 

But this somewhat unattractive prospect did not put students off 
They scraped money to come to Cambridge, some of them lived in 
bitter poverty and half-starved. There was one main motive: if they 
could get their degree, jobs lay ahead. Jobs in the royal administration, 
the courts, the church; jobs teaching in the schools - the fees were not 
light, and the teachers made a good living. The training was in fact 
vocational, and jobs lay at the end. 

And the students liked the life. It was wild, free, and entirely 
uncontrolled. Some came as men, some as boys of fifteen or sixteen, 
some as children of twelve. They looked after themselves, and did 
as they wanted. The university’ offered them nothing but lectures, to 
which they went if they pleased. They' found their own lodging, often 
in the garrets of the little town. Their time was their own, to talk, 
gamble, drink, fornicate. They seem to have been unusually active 
with dieir knives. They must have felt the wild hopes of youth, 
reeling hilariously through the squalid streets. Some of them wrote 
poerrain silver Latin, full of ardour, passion, humour and despair. 

The students liked their life, but no one else did. Certainly not the 
townspeople; nor the students’ parents; nor the teachers; nor possibly 
the more bookish and domesticated of the students themselves. So, 
almost from the origin of the university, there were attempts to get 
them out of their lonely lodgings into boarding-houses. Boarding¬ 
houses were cheaper, they could live four or five to a room and have 
meals in common - the salt meat, salt fish, beer and bread of a medie¬ 
val Cambridge winter. It was possible to get a university teacher to 

live in die same house and keep an eye on diem. 

These boarding-houses had nothing to do with teaching; the stu¬ 
dents just lodged there, and went off in the morning to the school 
They were simply a sensible means of keeping diose youths from the 
wilder excesses Some of them were given money, rules, and became 
known as colleges, but their purpose remained the same. 

They were a infixed crowd of people who endowed the first 
colleges - ecclesiastical politicians and administrators, country clpgy- 
men, noble ladies, local guilds, kings and lords. Behind e p 
and noble ladies one can usually find the hand of some pnes y 
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adviser who had himself attended in the schools; those who knew the 
needs from direct experience set about getting money, and went as 
high as their influence could take them. And those who were per¬ 
suaded, and provided a little money and the rents of a bit of land (for 
the gifts were small): what moved them* Possibly the sensible 
recognition of a need: not a specially important need, but one on 
which their confessor seemed to lay some stress. Possibly a spark of 
imagination. Certainly the desire to allay anxiety by having a few 
young clerks obliged to say each day in perpetuity a mass for the 
founder’s soul. Certainly the desire to have their names remembered 
on earth: no one likes to leave this mortal company without something 
to mark his place. They were the same motives, rationalized into 
different words, as might now have moved Sir Horace Timberlake. 

The endowments were small (no founder spent anything like the 
equivalent in medieval money of what Sir Horace was contemplating 
now). These glorified boarding-houses were not ambitious affairs. 
They were called colleges, for that was the jargon of the day for any 
coUecaon of men - there were colleges of fishmongers, cardinals and 
undertaken. A large proportion of the endowments went into build¬ 
ings, as is the usual wish of benefactors, since buildings are easy to see 
an give a satisfactory impression of permanence. They were good stout 
ample buildings, though not as a matter of fact as stout as they looked: 
for Ae money was never enough, there was a good deal of jerry- 
holing, and the yard-thick walls of my rooms, for instance, contained 
TOO feet of rubble In these buildings there were just the bare neces- 

” ? ° f £ m 't CVal immunity: a kitchen; a large room to eat in; 
^k uuheamd rooms where the young men could live in twos and 

3 " f OU ? ; 1 rooms for the university teacher who was 
pa^d to look after the college and was called the Master (he was of 
coun^rn unmarried priest till Elirabeth’s rime, and die Masters 
quarters in the early colleges were nothing like the great Lodges of 

rr,. Tbc oniy iuxury ™ *■» 

IP > small community required; it was built unnecessary lame to 

soulf 0F y ° f God - “ d “ ■' — celebrated^ foX" 
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order to maintain a Master (usually a youngish teacher, a master of 
arts who lectured in the schools), eight fellow-scholars, who had 
passed their first degree and were studying for higher ones (they were 
normally youths of about twenty) and thirty-six scholars, who were 
boys coming up for the courses in the schools. These were the college; 
and it was in that sense that we still used the arrogant phrase ‘the 
college’, meaning the Master and fellows. ‘The governing body’ 
was a modem and self-conscious term, which betrayed a recognition 
of hundreds of young men, who liked to think that they too were the 
college. The eight fellow-scholars elected their own Master; the 
number stayed eight until the college received a large benefaction in 
the 1640s. 

This was the college when it began. It was poor, unpretentious, 
attempted little save to keep its scholars out of mischief, counted for 
very little. It had the same first court as now, a Master, some of 
the same titles. In everything else it was unrecognizably different. 

Then three tilings happened, as in all Oxford and Cambridge 
colleges at that time. Two were obvious and in the nature of things. 
The third, and the most important, is mysterious to this day. The first 
thing was that the Master and the young fellow-scholars took to look¬ 
ing o ver the young boys’ studies. They heard their exercises, heard 
them speak Latin, coached diem indisputing. Instead of staying a sim¬ 
ple boarding-house, die college became a coaching establishment also. 
Before long, die college tea clung was as important as the lectures in 
the schools. The university soil consisted of those who lectured in the 
schools, conducted examinations, gave degrees; but, apart from the 
formal examination, die colleges took over much that the university 
used to do. 

That was bound to happen. It happened in much the same fashion 
in die great mother university of Pans, the university of the Archpoct, 
Gcrson. William of Ockham, and Villon, and in Bologna, Siena, 

Orleans, die universities all over Europe 

It was also natural that the colleges should begin to admit not ordy 
scholars to whom grants were paid, but also boys and young men who 
paid dicir own wav - the ‘pensioners’. These young men were 
allowed into the colleges on sufferance, but soon swamped the rest in 
numbers. They added to the power and influence of the colleges, and 
considerably to their income - diough the endowments were always 
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enoogh, from the foundation down to the time of Brown and Chry- 
staJ, for the fellows to survive without any undergraduates at ail. 

That raises the question of the third process which gave Oxford 
and Cambridge their strange character and which is, as I said, still 
unexplained. For some reason or by some chance, the colleges 
flourished from the beginning. They' attracted considerable bcnc- 
fecnons in their first hundred years; this college of ours, which 
started smaller than the average, was enriched under the Tudors and 
drew m two very large benefactions in the seventeenth century (it 
then became a moderately prosperous college of almost exactly the 
middle size). The colleges became well-to-do as early as the Eliza - 
bethan period; old members gave their farms and manors, complete 
outsiders threw m a lease of land or a piece of plate. Astonishingly 
quickly for such a process, the colleges became wealthy, comfortable 
in effect autonomous, far more important than the university And 

TIT* u° nCC ,? r0pCr,y ?“***• “ wcnt 00 the growth of a 
snowball; the colleges could attract the university teasers to be 

Masters or fellows because they could pay them more. The university 

was poor; no one left it money, it was too impersonal for that men 

nOSU,gil for ^ c housc ^ they 
had lived in then- young manhood; the university had just enoush to 

pay its few professorships, to keep up the boilings of the schools 

Tad^ u ° f d ’ e ° Id ' CCtUr “ sdU «: tfe universky still 

nald', n8 | h ' t ° 11 CXlminc “ d “Of” degrees. Everything chi had 
passed to the colleges. Quite early, before the end of the 

century, they did all the serious teaching; they had the non I 
teachers, die power, the prestige, the clamour and 1 p ° pidar 

years passed, drey go, steadtly ticker 8 ’ ** * ** 

bridge. NowTem . rf <**«* - d Cam- 

versity and the colll ^L odd relation between the uni- 

with historical accidents, that it^j^ys s^med 90 

to anyone outside. ^ ccmc “ incomprehensible 

TO V “ 

-that the colleges became rich, powerful setf sX" mdcp f dcnd >’ 

bouses were transformed into colleges, jus," in T^d“’ b ° ard “ g - 

6 t 25 m England; at Paris, for 
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example, they were endowed, given much the same start in property, 
and almost exactly the same statutes and constitution. Yet by 1550. 
when the Cambridge colleges were already dwarfing the university 
those in Paris were dead. 

At any rate, I thought, this college was, except in detail, typical 
of all the middle-sized English ones, and had gone through all their 
changes. By the sixteenth century it had long ceased to be a boarding¬ 
house, and become instead a cross between a public school and a 
small self-contained university. The boys up to seventeen and eighteen 
were birched in the college hall (which would have been unthinkable 
in less organized, less prosperous, freer dap). The young men went 
out, some to country livings, some to the new service of administrative 
jobs required by Tudor England. The Masters were usually married 
even now, the Lodge was enlarged, the great bedroom came into use; 
the fellows were predominantly, as they remained till 1880, unmar¬ 
ried young clerics, who took livings as their cum came round. Their 
interests were, however, very close to the social conflicts of the day: 
the active and unrcbcllious, men like Jago and Chrystal and Brown, 
were drawn into the Elizabethan bureaucracy: the discussions at high 
table, diough put into religious words, must often have been on topics 
we should call ‘political’, and many of the idealistic young threw 
themselves into Calvinism, were deprived of their fellowships by the 
government, and in exile led their congregation to wander about 
the wilderness across the Adantic sea. 

The seventeenth century saw, really for the first time, some fellows 
busy widi scholarship and research. The times were resdess and dan¬ 
gerous : trade was on the move, organized science took its place in 
the world. A few gifted men stayed all their lives in the college, and 
did solid work in botany and chemistry. Some of my contemporaries, 
I sometimes thought, would have fitted into the college then, more 

easily dian into any time before our own. 

The country quietened into die eighteenth century peace, there 
was a lull before die technological revolution. For the first time since 
its foundation, the college, like all others, declined. In 1540 th e 
had been admitting 30 undergraduates a year, in 1640 the number 
gone up to 50 (larger than at any time until after the 1914-18 war). In 
1740 die number was down to 8. No one seemed very much to min 
The dividends stayed unaffected (about £100 a year for the ordinary 
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fellow), the college livings did pretty well out of their tithes: it just 
remained for one of them to come along. The college had for the dmc 
being contrived to get cut off from the world: from the intellectual 
world of the London coffee-houses, from the rough-and-ready 
experiments of the agricultural revolution, from any part in politics 
except to beg patronage from the great oligarchs. The college had 
stopped being a boarding-house, a school; had almost stopped being 
in any sense a place of education; it became instead a sort of club. 
Most people think affectionately now of an eighteenth century’ Cam¬ 
bridge college; it was a very uncxacting place. Most people have a 
picture of it — of middle-aged or elderly men, trained exclusively in 
the classics, stupefying themselves on port. The picture is only wrong 
in that the men in fact were not middle-aged or elderly, but very 
young: they were trained first and foremost, not in classics, but in 
mathematics; and they drank no more than most of their successors. 
Roy Calvert would have joined one of their harder sessions, and gone 
off without blinking to give a lecture in German on early Soghdian. 
But they had the custom of drinking their port twice a day - once 
after dinner, which began about two o’clock, and again after supper 
at seven. They must have been sleepy and bored, sitting for a couple 
of hours on a damp, hot Cambridge afternoon, drinking their wine 
very slowly, making bets on how soon a living would fall vacant, and 
how long before die last lucky man to take a living got married or 
had a child. 

By the nineteenth century, the deep revolution (threatened faindy 

by seventeenth century science: acted on, in the nineteenth century 

factories) was visible everywhere. There had never been such a change 

so quickly as between the England of 1770 and the England of 1850: 

and the college felt it too. Something was happening: men wanted to 

know more. The country needed scientists. It needed every kind of 

expert knowledge. It needed somewhere to educate the commercial 

and industrial middle class that had suddenly grown up. Between 

1830 and 1880 the college, like all Cambridge, modernized itself as 

fast as Japan later in the century. In 1830 the young clergymen still 

sat over their port each afternoon; in the ’80s the college had taken 

on its present shape. Nine English traditions out of ten, old Eustace 

Pilbrow used to say, date from the latter hall of the nineteenth 
century. 
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The university courses were revolutionized. The old rigid training, 
which made each honours student begin with a degree in mathematics, 
was thrown away. It became possible for a man, if he were so ad¬ 
venturous, to start his course in classics. In i860 it even became 
possible to study natural science; and the Cavendish, the most famous 
of scientific laboratories, was built in 1874. Experimental science was 
taught; and the new university laboratories drew students as the old 
schools had drawn them in the Middle Ages; here no college could 
compete, and university teaching, after hundreds of years, was com¬ 
ing back to pre-eminence again. 

The college kept up with the transformation. It made some changes 
itself, in others had to follow the Royal Commissions. Fellows need 
not be in orders; w r ere allowed to marry; w T cre no longer elected for 
life. At a step the college became a secular, adult, settled society. For 
five hundred years it had been a place which fellows went from when 
they could: at a stroke, it became a place they stayed in. By 1890 the 
combination room was inhabited by bearded fathers of families. The 
average age of the fellows mounted. Their subjects were diverse: 
there were scientists, oriental linguists, historians - and M. H. L. Gay, 
one of the younger fellows, had already published two books on the 
historical basis of the Icelandic sagas. The scholarly work of the 
college became greater out of all knowledge. 

The college suddenly became a place of mature men. They were as 
frail as other men, but they won respect because of their job, and they 
had great self-respect. They were men of the same make as Winslow, 
Brown, Chrystal, Crawford, Jago, and Francis GctlifFe; and Gay and 
Pilbrow had lived through from those days to these. From those days 
to now, the college had been truly the same place. 

Gay and Pilbrow, as young fellows, had seen the college, the whole 
of Cambridge, settle into the form which, to Luke for example, 
seemed eternal. Organized games, bumping races, matches with Ox¬ 
ford, college clubs, May week, competitive scholarships, club blazers 
and ties, the Council of the Senate, most Cambridge slang, were all 
nineteenth century inventions. Gay had been elected at a time when 
some of his colleagues were chafing for the 1880 statutes to become 
law, so that they could marry. He had been through four elections to 
the Mastership. They were all elections dominated by the middle-aged, 
like this one about to come. He had seen the college move to the 
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height of its prosperity and self-confidence. And now, his memory 

flickering, he sat with us and heard of another election, the last that 
would come his way. 

There was one irony about it all. Just as the college reached its full 
mature prosperity, it seemed that the causes which brought it there 
would in the end change it again, and this rime diminish it. For the 
nineteenth century revolution caused both the teaching of experi¬ 
mental science and the college as we knew it, rich, proud, full of 
successful middle-aged men, so comfortably off that the Master no 
longer lived in a separate society. The teaching of experimental 
science had meant the revival of the powers and influence of the 
university; for no college, however rich, not even Trinity, could 
finance physics and engineering laboratories on a modern scale. To 
oope with this need, the university had to receive contributions from 
the colleges and also a grant from the State. Tins meant as profound a 
change as that by which the colleges cut out the university as the 
pnme source of teaching. It meant inevitably that the reverse must 
now happen. The university’s income began to chmb into £1.000,000 
a year: it needed that to provide for twentieth century teaching and 

T C ° UcgC $ L ***** wm ^nt brought in more than a tenth the 
sum. By the 1920s the university was in charge of all laboratories, 
and all formal teaching: it * as only left to colleges to supplement this 
y coaching, as they had done in their less exalted days. There were, 
y the way, great conveniences for the fellows in this resurrection of 

y f 0fthem had mdversity posts as well as college 
on«, and so were pad twice. It was this double source of pay thL 

made the income ofjago, Chrystal, Brown, and the others soL«- 

eve^one between thirty and seventy in the college except for 
Nightingale, was earning over /i 000 a vear R„, iJ* ’ l P , 

came boardmg-hou^ again, though most superior ones 
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confidence and self-respect in their job. By the thirties, the conscience 
of the comfortable classes was sick: the sensitive rich, among my 
friends, asked themselves what use they were: but that was not a 
question one would have heard in the college. For everyone, inside 
and out, took it for granted that the academic life was a valuable one 
to live; scientists such as Crawford, Francis Gctliffe, and Luke had 
become admired like no other professional men, and the rest of us, 
with a shade of envy, took a little admiration for ourselves. In England, 
the country with the subdest social divisions (Pilbrow said the most 
snobbish of countries), Oxford and Cambridge had had an unchal¬ 
lenged social cachet for a long time; even Lady Muriel, though she 
did not feel her husbands’ colleagues were her equals, did not con¬ 
sider them untouchable; and so a man like Francis Gcdiffe, when 
asked what was his job, answered with a double confidence, knowing 
that it was valued by serious people and also had its own curious 
place among die smart. Many able men entered the academic life 
in those years because, with a maximum of comfort, it setded their 
consciences and let them feel that their lives were not utterly without 
a use. 

For many it was a profound comfort to be one of a society com¬ 
pletely sure of itself, completely certain of its values, completely 
without misgivings about whether it was living a good life. In the 
college there were men varied enough to delight anyone with a 
taste in human things: but none of them, except Roy Calvert in one 
of his fits of melancholy, ever doubted that it was a good thing to be 
a fellow. They took it for granted, felt they were envied, felt it was 
right they should be envied: enjoyed die jokes about dons, which 
to some, such as Chrystal, Brown, and Francis Geriiffe, as they thought 
of their busy efficient Eves, seemed peculiarly absurd: wanted to grow 
old in the college, and spend their last years as Gay and Pilbrow were 

doing now. , 

When I arrived in the college, I had already moved about a good 

deal among die layers of society; and I had not come to the aid of my 
journey yet. I had the luck to live intimately among half a dozen 
different vocations. Of all those I had the chance to see, the college 
was the place where men lived the least anxious, the most comforting, 

the freest lives. 
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The name of Aldous Huxley, which became known in the twenties, 
rapidly developed into a password for his generation- At cocktail 
parties, which were becoming fashionable in the same period, it was 
bandied about as if the mere mention of it were enough to show 
that one was brilliant, witty, and cynically up to date. To start with, 
as Cyril Connolly has written, ‘ witty, serious, observant, well-read, 
sensitive, intelligent, there can have been few young writers as 
gifted as Huxley’. But the accusations of his less perceptive critics 
were completely off' the mark, for in spite of Huxley’s brilliant 
sense of light comedy, he always was fundamentally serious. Too 
good an artist to become a preacher, he never disguised his dis¬ 
illusionment, which in one form or another was the basis of his 
satire, while he showed himself to be a mystic - a role with which 
he was preoccupied after he went to live in California in 1937 * 
As a result he became more and more concerned in his books with 
contrasting reality and illusion. Those of his books at present 
available in Penguins are: 

POINT COUNTER POINT 
THOSE BARREN LEAVES 
AFTER MANY A SUMMER 

THE DOORS OF PERCEPTION and HEAVEN AND HELL 

ANTIC HAY 
CROME YELLOW 
EYELESS IN GAZA 
ISLAND 

BRAVE NEW WORLD 
BRIEF CANDLES 
THE DEVILS OF LOUDUN 


NOT FOR SALE IN THE U.S.A. 



THOMAS MANN 


The Holy Sinner 

Mann’s The Holy Sinner is an epic of arch-sinfulness - witting and 
unwitting - of retribution and penance, and in the finish of trium¬ 
phant humility. 

Duke Gnmald of Flanders had twin children - a boy and a gild 
of unsurpassed loveliness. From their incestuous union sprang 
Grigorss ... and the child was exposed in a bark at sea. Rescued, 
the boy was reared in holiness in the Channel Islands, but later 
returned by chance, and after defending his mother from her 
enemies, who were threatening the dukedom to which she had 
succeeded on her brother’s death, like Oedipus, married h :r. Seven¬ 
teen years of solitary penance followed the discovery of this crime 
against nature, and then simultaneous dream-visions proclaimed to 
two pious leading citizens of Rome that Grcgorious was to be the 
next tenant of the papal throne. 

This saga of stark horror and pity may claim to rank among 
Mann s greatest works. e> 


Also available: 

DEATH IN VENICE 
THE MAGIC MOUNTAIN 
CONFESSIONS OF FELIX KRULL 

doctor faustus* 

LOTTIE IN WEIMAR* 

buddenbrooks 

LITTLB HERR FRIBDEMANN AND OTHER STORIES 
DEATH in VENICE TRISTAN TO NIO KRODGER 

*NOT FOR SALE IN THE U.S.A 

wmainder not fob sale ,n TUB U.S.A. OB CANADA 


PAMELA HANSFORD JOHNSON 

‘the DOROTHY MERLIN TRILOGY* 

The Unspeakable Skipton 

‘Unspeakable* was the only word for Daniel Skipton. Of course - 
as he was always telling everyone - he was also the greatest writer 
ever to set foot in a squalid garret(his being more squalid than most). 
He was also a rogue and a con man. Dotty Merlin, the great Lady 
Poet, fell for it; Matthew Pryar thought it was amusing (after all, 
he had a lovely souvenir from one of the more bizarre experiences 
they shared); but Cosmo Hines, Dotty’s beady-eyed husband, had 
the last, very nasty word for the poor, struggling, pompous, 
unspeakable Skipton. 

Night and Silence Who is Here? 

Matthew Pryar wasn’t really the type to shove nice old men down 
staircases, or so everyone agreed, except the nice old man in ques¬ 
tion, which nearly ruined Matthew’s chances at the nice American 
university that allowed him to potter about to his heart’s content 
while pretending to write a thesis about Dotty Merlin’s poetry. 
The oh-so English Matthew Pryar is seen facing the Americans, 
scoring lots of points and winning the biggest prize of all in the 
end. 

Cork Street, Next to the Hatter's 

At last, the dreadful Lady Poet on her home ground. But, Dotty 
Merlin in the cosy small pond of Cork Street isn’t safe from Pamela 
Hansford Johnson’s stringent swipes at pretension and the absurd. 
But then Dotty could never really get her comc-uppance. Not even 
from her hasty husband Cosmo Hines; nor from Matthew Pryar’s 
beautiful wife; nor from the drunkcr-than-ever Duncan Moss; 
nor from any of her cronies old or new. Cork Street is a savage and 
scintillating, not to say cruel, attack on ‘kitchen sink’ literature and 
die Theatre of Cruelty. 

also available: 

Catherine Carter The Survival of the Fittest 


NOT FOR SALE IN THE U.S.A. 


GRAHAM GREENE 


A BURNT-OUT CASE 

Philip Toynbee described this novel, set at a leper colony in the 
Congo, as being ‘perhaps the best that he has ever written'. 

THE CONFIDENTIAL AGENT 

One of his pre-war thrillers, in which the agent of a government 
engaged in a civil war is on the run in England. 

A GUN FOR SALE 

This exciting story of a professional gunman’s revenge was an 
immediate forerunner of Brighton Rock. 

Also available: 

BRIGHTON ROCK COLLECTED ESSAYS 
THE COMEDIANS THE END OF THE AFFAIR 
ENGLAND MADB ME THE HEART OF THE MATTER 
IN SEARCH OF A CHARACTER! TWO AFRICAN JOURNALS 
IT S A BATTLEFIELD JOURNEY WITHOUT MAPS 
THE LAWLESS ROADS LOSER TAKES ALL 

THE MAN WITHIN 

MAY WE BORROW YOUR HUSBAND? AND OTHER COMEDIES 

OF THE SEXUAL LIFE 

THE MINISTRY OF FEAR OUR MAN IN HAVANA 
THB POWER AND THE GLORY 
THE QUIET AMERICAN A SENSE OF REALITY 

STAMBOUL TRAIN 

THE THIRD MAN atld TIIE FALLEN IDOL 
TRAVELS WITH MY AUNT TWENTY-ONE STORIES 

And in Penguin Plays 
THE COMPLAISANT LOVER 
THE LIVING ROOM THE POTTING SHED 

CARVING A STATUE 

Not for sale in the U.S.A 
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C. P. SNOW 


Uiim IQBQL LI3RQRY 



215320 


C. P. Snow has firmly established his reputation as a novelist with 
his ambitious sequence of books, Strangers and Brothers. These novels, 
each of which is complete in itself, relate the experience of one man 
— the narrator, Lewis Eliot. Sometimes he describes his direct ex¬ 
perience, as in Time of Hope and Homecomings; sometimes the ex¬ 
perience is gained through viewing the lives of odiers, as in The 
Masters and The Conscience of the Rich. Altogether the sequence 
forms an impressive study of both the great public issues and the 
private problems of our age. 

Time of Hope. Lewis Eliot’s early life, in the Midlands and at the bar. 

The Conscience of the Rich. The story of Charles March, scion of an 
Anglo-Jcwish banking family. 

The New Men. The story of Martin Eliot, Lewis’s brodicr, and the 
exploitation of atomic fission. 

Homecomings. The middle life of Lewis Eliot and his second 
marriage. 

The Affair. The story of a miscarriage of justice in a Cambridge 
college. 

Corridors of Power. C. P. Snow sets his story in a world he knows 
well - the corridors and committee rooms of Whitehall. 

The Sleep of Reason. Eliot’s return to his home town, and his part 
in a sinister murder. 

Last Things. The burden of Sir Lewis Eliot’s love, solitude and 
responsibility is taken up by his brilliant son Charles. 

Also available: 

THE SEARCH 

' WE .S3 ITT » 

•'-i*-- FOR SALE IN THE U.S.aV 
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Uniteil Knifitl 


In a Cambridge coll^g^We old 
Mast^-fe-dying. H^K'rfows, and his 
colleagues know, tlpat Shortl\|lih’ey: 
will elect a successor. T^he rival 
candidates #e Paul Jago, warm 
and sympathetic, but given |o . 
extravagant moods, 


|:j -In this early study of power in a __ 
^.confined setting, C. P. Snow shows 
I; the same insight into political 
I. motives and manoeuvres that he 


has applied to national issues. And 
the tefJsiQn is no less. 

V .w} * 

‘The Masters sta n'ds/out, boldly as; 
aVi achievement, lucid, competing, 
ironical rather than tragic, generdus 
in its fullness’ - New Statesman i 














